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The Reveal of Us 


Author's Notes: 
My anxiety is at an all new level. | don't know why I'm so fearful of posting suddenly when I've been posting 
without problem but anxiety works in weird ways. 


| am posting this chapter but I'm not guaranteeing I'll continue to post this story and you can blame my 
anxiety for that. With this story, | plan to make it a long running series but again, | make no promises about 
posting it all. 


Now with this story there are a few skips at times [| wrote this story in a way that | can skip at times] so | 
just want you to be prepared for that. There are also times where things aren't explained right away but rest 


assured they will be in due time. | won't leave you high and dry, or wondering what something means for too 


long. 


Other bands may be added in but | only chose these bands from the list because | know they will be in the 
story. Anyway, enough of my rambling. 


Steve lit a cigarette as he pushed his way through the deep snowy grounds. He was ten minutes late but Joe 
would wait for him like he always did. He didn't pay any mind to what was around him until he heard a scream. 
It jolted him out of the daze he seemed to be in and sent him running toward the scream. 


"Is anyone there? 'Ello?" Steve called out. 


He stopped in his tracks when he reached the gate of a house and saw Joe digging into a woman's neck. The 


woman was limp in his arms and her arms were dangling down her sides. 
"Joe-what are you-" 


Steve froze when Joe looked up. He licked the blood running down the sides of his mouth and cursed. He had his 
fangs bared and his eyes were an odd shade of golden yellow. Steve darted from the gate and took off running 
in the opposite direction. 


"Ok, this is not real..maybe | should stop drinking," Steve panted as he darted into the street. "My boyfriend 


iS... 


He didn't finish his sentence because a car sped right at him. Steve gasped and jumped back, narrowly missing 
the car. He fell to the ground and hit his head after the car nearly hit him. He heard the car skid and he 


heard yelling before he lost consciousness. 


Soft moans escaped Steve's lips as he shifted uncomfortably on the couch, before opening his eyes slowly. The 
room was lit with a single light-colored lamp but the rest of the room sat in darkness. Steve slowly glanced 
around the room before Joe came into view. When Joe reached for Steve, he retracted and tried to back 


further away from the man he once loved. He was at a complete loss for words; complete and utter loss. 
‘Ive never hurt you before, right?" Joe asked, earning himself a hesitant nod. "I'm not going to start now." 


"But you-you're a vampire," Steve replied. "How did | not notice?" 


"Well, who would think this?" Joe snickered. "Vampires ‘ave the power of trickery and we can pose as humans 


for eternity without humans ever knowing." 


As Joe spoke, he reached out to brush his hand against Steve's cheek and succeeded this time. Steve didn't 
retract or pull away but he did look hesitant: 


"Is everyone in the band a vampire?" Steve asked. 


"Most of us are," Joe said. "Pete wasn't, Rick Allen isn't. Sav is but he's the newest addition. Vivian Campbell, 


the guy from Dio and Whitesnake, was his reason to make the decision he made." 
"Oh gods!" Steve groaned, and then rubbed his face with his shaky fingers. "Oh my god!" 
"What?" Joe asked, as if he didn't know. 


"You're all vampires!" Steve stated the obvious. "I almost can't believe this. You don't look like movies like 
Nosfeartu." 


Joe chuckled. "That's not my clan" 
"Clan? Just..| don't know," Steve sighed. "Can | ‘ave a minute?" 


Joe slowly nodded and decided to leave Steve with his thoughts. It was a lot for him to take in; therefore Joe 
could at least do that for him. 


Scientists made discoveries all the time about the unknown. There were many things people didn't know about in 
the past that they were now aware of because of scientists, doctors, scholars, and any discovery lab. That 
being said, the majority of these times, they were believable discoveries or something that wouldn't be too 
hard to believe. They usually were not mythological tales or something that could come right out of a fantasy 


book. They especially weren't stories about mythological creatures like vampires..not until now. 


Joe revealed the world of vampires and of course Steve panicked when he realized this wasn't some stupid 


joke. Did Joe really expect otherwise? 


It wasn't as if there were some logical confession such as having an affair or running from the law, or 
something along those lines. What was he to do now? 


Three Months later... 


Steve found himself laying on the couch like he had many times before. He thought he wouldn't continue this 


once he found out Joe and his mates were vampires but he had grown used to the idea. Now that wasn't to 
say he didn't still flinch when Joe kissed him but it wasn't as bad as before. Now he laid on Joe's couch, 
thinking and musing about things. 


"Why do you types go for human lovers?" Steve asked, randomly. "We'll die someday, do you types take 


pleasure in death?" 

"Vampires were once human, though it seems unlikely with some. So why not?" Joe paused but opened his 
mouth to speak again. "Steve, some do enjoy death and others don't. Some hope they could convince their 
human companion to change and that is my case. Others want to hold on to human lovers because it reminds 
them of their humanity." 

Steve looked surprised and after a minute, he frowned. "Why do you want me to change?" 


"So | don't ‘ave to watch you die someday, you fool," Joe chuckled. 


Steve's expression softened and he sighed. "It's not like I'm missing anything in the living world but..! don't know 


Joe. 


He released a drawn out sigh and said nothing. 


Steve stalled for weeks on end and those weeks turned into months. Joe assumed Steve decided he didn't want 


to change. That didn't mean he would stop pressing but it did mean it would be harder. 

At some point, Steve found himself banging on Joe's front door. Steve pushed his way in when the front door 
opened and sighed softly. He stumbled in and went straight for the liquor; typical Steve. When he finally turned 
to face Joe, he revealed the lightly bruised eye. 

"Your dad?" Joe growled. 


"Yeah, he was drinking again. He wouldn't ‘ave done this otherwise," Steve confirmed. "Don't kill him Joe." 


"You can't stop me, Steve. I'll be rid of him," Joe said, lowly. "Don't worry about me getting caught, | can make 


it look like an accident." 


Immediately, Steve set the bottle down and grabbed Joe's arm but he pulled his arm away again. He started 
heading for the door but Steve grabbed his shirt, which forced him to look at his lover again. 


"If you leave him be, I'll let you turn me. There's nothing for me as a human anyhow, so embrace me," Steve 


said. "Embrace is the right term, ain't it?" 


"Yes," Joe responded with a tint of surprise. "Are you sure this is what you want? You're not only doing this 


To save your dad, are you?" 


"There's nothing in ‘life’ for me except music and you guys seem to be doing fine in the band even though you 
are what you are. Besides you set me on a break anyway," Steve replied "My father's hardly a bargain as you 
can see, my ex-girlfriend left because it was ‘too hard’ for her. My family hardly talks to me because of my 
father and my only friends are you guys. You're all | ‘ave but can you tell me something about vampires? | 


should know something.” 

Joe took a deep breath. "You might want to ‘ave a seat, this could take a minute. Just so you know, I'm not 
going to tell you everything simply because you should learn on your own but | will tell you what you need to 
know." 

Steve only nodded and took a seat on the sofa with his drink. Joe, however, didn't sit down right away. 

Joe finally started. "We are clinically dead, | didn't have to tell you that but the supernatural world prefers the 
word undead. We don't lose our emotions and we can still feel happiness, sadness, fear, and all that. We can ‘ave 
sex, its just not all of us choose to. For us, blood is like sex but sex is lovely." 


Steve snickered. "Figures you'd say that" 


"It is," Joe defended "However, keep in mind, the minute you turn, you are infertile. You cannot impregnate 


humans or vampires alike. Do you want children?" 

"Well kinda, yeah," Steve sighed. 

"Relax, there's options," Joe said, quietly. "What is suggested is surrogates or adoption. If that doesn't suffice, 
it is suggested you go ‘ave your sperm extracted and do it as much as you can That way one day, you can 
still ‘ave a child with your human lover or ‘ave a friend carry the child for you." 


"Did you do it?" 


"| did but only because it was suggested by my sire. He said | may not want it now or | may think | don't want 
it but the future is unseen so | did," Joe replied 


Steve mused a moment before he spoke again. "What about the sun? I've seen you out during the day? And 
death? What kills you? Is it true that vampires can't come inside unless they're invited by humans?" 


"The sun can kill us," Joe clarified. 


"But-" 


"Hold your tongue, let me finish," Joe interrupted. "The sun can kill us but it's not like the movies. We don't just 
explode or burn into ashes in seconds. It takes time but we do start to burn, think of burning your hand on 
the oven, it starts like that. It takes a matter of hours and in some cases those hours can lead into a few 
days, though no longer than that usually; there are rare cases though. We cover up if we're out in the day 
and that won't last forever but it prolongs the progress; our skin can't touch the sun or we will start to get 
burns. Sunscreen? Forget it, again, it prolongs the progress but it won't save us from the sun. We usually opt 
out of entering the daylight though because while we won't die straight away, the day does exhaust us to a 
point of unconsciousness in some cases. With the band, we ‘ave no choice though and we do what we can to 


survive. We feed a lot to keep us safe from suffering too much injury." 
Steve said nothing, he was taking in everything Joe was telling him. 


‘Gunshots usually won't kill us though it hurts like hell; so we're not exactly faking when we act as if we're 
hurtin’ by it. We can become paralyzed from certain stakes if they hit us in the right area. Forget about the 
holy water and garlic though, that won't do it or burn us. Now invitations are a bit of a tricky thing. Think of 


‘Ow it works with demons, in cases we ‘ave to be invited in but there are cases where that doesn't apply." 
"What cases?" Steve asked. 


"If you're invited in, you won't be penalized There are certain people you won't be penalized for. Only the truly 
pure and innocent will get you penalized if we're not invited in, which is why we search the pubs most times; a 
lot of times those people are not pure. Children are completely off limits, even if they're home alone and they 
invite you in, you will be penalized if you fall for that. If you taste their blood outside the home, you won't 

exactly be penalized but its taboo. In your case | marked you," Joe said. "You remember when | nibbled you and 


it pierced your skin a bit?" 
"Yes, | was taken aback, was that marking?" Steve said. 


"Yes, | was marking you; | ‘spose it is a bit of a territorial thing, kinda like a dog marking his territory but it's 
also protection against other vampires. They can't turn you or drink from you, only | can," Joe explained. 


"You're not untouchable but they can't use their fangs on you." 
"| see," Steve mused. 


"There's so much to explain Steve, those were only a few things that | thought you should know right off. | 
think it is best you learn on your own but one more thing there is a thing called clans. Each clan of vampires 
share certain abilities we call disciplines and we are often similar in traits. Stop looking at me that way, l'm 
serious; there's different types of vampires. There's also what we call sections, each carries a different set of 
beliefs and such; think something like what humans call religion or politics; same thing practically. We tend to 
call each other kindred and we refer to humans as kine sometimes," Joe explained. "There's so much to the 


vampire world that we're going on and on now. You need to learn on your own" 


"Ok, right, but tell me something, what clan are you and the guys out of curiosity? What section are you?" 
Steve asked. 


"| don't normally associate with sections but because Vivian is interested in the Sovacist section, I'd claim that 
over anything else. As far as | know, Phil doesn't usually associate with sections either, but you'd have to ask 
him. Phil is a toreador; Vivian relates to ventures but he is actually a brujah, which means Sav is as well 
seeing as he was turned by Vivian. | only continuously bring up Vivian because he turned Sav. l'm a brujah as 
well, which means you wil be too," Joe replied 

"Joe, did Vivian turn you?" Steve asked, furrowing his brows. 

"Yes but that's not a story necessary to tell right now," Joe said. "Do you still want to turn?" 

Steve seemed a little more frightened and unsure but he hesitantly nodded. If it meant saving his father, then 


yes, he would turn. He loved the man but he was terrified of him. That was stirring from the subject now 


though. 


Over the next few days, Steve quit his job, distanced himself from his family and even did what Joe suggested; 


he had his sperm frozen for the future in case he ever decided to use a surrogate. 


Finally the night had come though and Steve found himself on that couch. Joe was in front of him and the 
sight of Joe gazing at him without blinking scared Steve. 


"Joe, maybe now isn't the time," Steve said. 
"Steve, stop hesitating," Joe replied, pushing Steve against the back of the couch. 


"Joe this isn't like going to college or getting married. Once | do this, | can't go back. It scares me," Steve 
admitted, as Joe pressed against him. 


‘Its bound to," Joe simply replied. 


Steve hissed an insult, bringing a chuckle to Joe's lips as he leaned forward. He sighed softly as he heard the 


speed of Steve's heartbeat pick up. Steve was nervous and scared; he could feel those emotions from him. 
"Joe..." 
"Shh!" Joe interrupted. 


Joe placed a gentle kiss against Steve's neck before he bit down. Steve's body kicked into survival mode and he 


struggled immediately. Steve hit his hand against Joe's shoulder but he was no match for Joe. Joe jerked his 
body backward roughly and grabbed his wrists. Steve kicked his feet but the way Joe had his body pinned 
against the couch made it hard for it to do anything. 

"Joe..please.." Steve cried out but after a while, he went quiet. "You've killed me..." 

He didn't realize his words made Joe flinch. 

At some point, Steve's struggles did cease and he fell limp against Joe. After another minute, Joe pulled back 
and closed his eyes, savoring the taste. Slowly, he opened his eyes and ran his nail over his wrist. It wasn't like 
a film; his nails didn't look long or sharp. It wasn't obvious but they could cut. 

"Come on love, drink," Joe said, softly. 

Joe pushed Steve back and guided his wrist to Steve's lips. Steve parted his lips and accepted the offer without 
much of a struggle. The first drop was odd for him but the next few drops tasted wonderful. Steve began 
taking in the blood and moaned. 

"Now you're getting the hang of it," Joe moaned. 

Joe did eventually pull his arm away as Steve fell back into Joe's arms. He knew Steve lost consciousness but 
it was to be expected; Steve was a delicate person so the embrace was bound to be hard on him. He didn't 
know how long he held Steve there but it had to be hours, and when Steve finally lifted his head again, Joe 
smirked. 


"Welcome to my world, love!" Joe said. 


Steve glanced around the room and slowly smiled. The feeling he had was extremely different but interesting. 


The next morning... 


Steve sighed and pulled the blankets over his head. It was his first morning as the undead and he was still 
sensitive to it all. Joe immediately closed the curtains and scooped Steve off the couch. He stumbled a few 
times but he managed to make it to the bedroom and lay Steve down 


"Stevie?" 


"Hmm?" Steve moaned. 


"I'll do my best, okay? But | want you to stay in as much as possible until you get used to this life," Joe 
replied 


"Okay," Steve whispered. 


He didn't realize Joe meant that literally but he would soon find out. 


Lust for Blood 


Author's Notes: 
For those who wonder, | was inspired by vampire the masquerade, vampire the requiem, and blackdagger 


brotherhood. 


Just a FYI: The ‘sire’ is the vampire who created/embraced another vampire by the way. The ‘childe' is the 


term the ‘sire’ uses for the one he/she created. 


My anxiety is still high so its still a questionable thing but | hope you enjoy the next chapter and again, 
everything will be explained in due time. I+ all won't be explained right away though. All clans and sections will 
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Two months later... 


Steve was doing his best to control his urges but it was becoming difficult now. Joe did everything to prevent 
him from making a kill simply because he felt Steve wasn't ready. So he went out often to feed so Steve could 
feed off him but he knew he couldn't keep that up. Steve knew it too; in fact, his urges were about to get the 


best of him. It was too late to prevent it now. 

Steve gazed down at the party but did his best to remain away from it all. He seemed to be there the whole 
time but he couldn't stop himself from moving. Joe turned and glanced up toward the balcony but found Steve 
gone. He started for the door but stopped when Steve exited the back door, slowly. His blue eyes had turned to 


a golden shade and Joe narrowed his own eyes. 


"Phil, we need to get these people out. Not all of them are vampires," Joe said. "He's going to attack someone if 


we don't." 


"You kept it from him too long Joe, he needs to make his first kill, it's mandatory,” Phil grumbled, before he 


went about getting everyone out. 
"I know, shut up," Joe gripped, and immediately moved toward Steve. "Steve..." 


'| need it," Steve said, lowly. 


| know and I'll take you out to make your first kill but you can't do it ‘ere," Joe replied. 

"Joe..." 

Before Steve could finish, Joe grabbed his arm and dragged him into the kitchen. Steve struggled against his 
boyfriend and attempted to scratch him. Joe glanced outside the window as he shoved Steve against the wall 
and exposed his neck Steve bit down with a growl as Joe hissed but remained there to keep control of him. 


"Steve." Joe started. "Back the hell off" 


Steve dug dipper into Joe's neck before Viv pulled Joe back. He turned his gaze toward Steve, who still had the 


same wide-eyed expression across his face. He frowned as Joe gripped the counter and turned to him. 


"He has to make a kill to satisfy his blood lust or he'll kill everything and everyone. If he doesn't, it could drive 
him crazy to the point of no return,’ Viv said, softly. 


"| know," Joe breathed. 
Steve lunged at Vivian but he was able to derail him and pin him to the counter. 
"Joe, find him someone, do it now," Vivian said. 


Joe nodded and immediately went out to search for someone. Steve fought against Vivian but the Irishman was 


able to hold him off until Joe returned with a young man, 

‘| got someone," Joe said. 

Vivian pulled Steve up and released him as Joe shoved the young man toward Steve. Joe stayed nearby in case 
something went wrong as Steve's gaze turned toward the man. Steve lunged at him as the man cried out and 
bit into the poor guy's neck, ignoring his struggles. Once he finished draining him, he let the man fall to the 
ground and sighed as he closed his eyes. 

"Steve?" Joe called 

"Mhm?" Steve replied, licking his tongue over his lips. He seemed to have a little more control now. 

"How do you feel?" Joe asked, 


Steve's brows lowered in confusion. "For a moment | felt exhilarated but now | feel confused and a bit of pain" 


"You made your first kill, you should be able to control yourself a little better now," Joe said, as Vivian handled 


the body on the ground. 


"You never told me about this aspect of this life," Steve said, slowly. "You brought me into this world while 
telling me the bare minimum, damn you Joe. Damn youl" 


Steve stormed off and stumbled out the door. Joe held his hand over his neck as Vivian walked back and looked 


around. 
| ʻave to find him, he's dazed and confused; it was his first kill," Joe said "He's not taking the aftermath well." 
"Drink from me," Viv replied "You'll need the energy if you're going out there." 


Joe frowned but when Viv stepped up close, he bit into his neck and closed his eyes. He felt Viv place his hands 
against the counter and after some point, Joe pulled back. 


"You should ‘ave told me | was taking too much," Joe growled. 
"You needed it Joe," Viv sighed. 
"Vivian..." 


"Joe | brought you into this life and while Phil really taught you more than | did, | owe it to you to at least 
give you what you need," Viv interrupted. 


"Don't kill yourself with guilt for that," Joe frowned. "I need to find Steve; he's confused and hurt, he'll get 
himself killed" 


Vivian nodded and let Joe run off. 

Meanwhile, Steve stumbled through the alleyway and grabbed onto the wall, holding his head. He felt a surge of 
pain and confusion and it was because Joe never let him kill and never let him lust for blood. When he was 
hungry, Joe fed him straight away before it got bad. That was his first blood lust episode. 

"Fuck." Steve cursed. 

His attention was grabbed by a young woman, laying on the ground, bleeding. She was dressed too nice to be 
homeless and she had obviously been attacked. Upon further inspection, Steve could see a stab wound near her 
abdomen He glanced up at the sky, recalling what Joe said about their blood healing others and if it's limited, it 
won't turn them. 

"Drink this," Steve said, biting his wrist. 

"Why?" She asked, frightened. 


Ill save you," Steve replied "Don't ask me why l'm saving you; | don't know. You just remind of something | 


could ‘ave had if | were still hu-never mind, just drink" 

He moved his wrist from his lips and turned it downward, allowing a few drops of blood to fall on the terrified 
woman's lips. She licked her lips and gasped as Steve allowed this to continue a few minutes before he felt she 
had enough and walked away. That wasn't the easiest decision he ever made; she was absolutely beautiful, but 
he knew he had to. He licked his tongue over his wrist and used the wall for support since he was still feeling 
unwell too. 


"Damn him," Steve grumbled. 


He pushed himself off the wall and glanced around him to see where he was. Immediately he backed up against 


the wall and hissed as a wave of dizziness hit him again. 
voe..! think Im lost 


Steve placed his hands on the wall and remained there for what seemed like hours. He knew Joe would come, 


Joe would sense his unsteadiness and being that Joe ‘created him, Joe's bond with him only grew. 

‘Steve. 

Steve frowned. "You didn't tell me about these episodes Joe; you didn't tell me it would be like this’ 

"Would you ‘ave done it if | did?" Joe asked 

"Noor | don't know, but don't | deserve to know all the facts straight away?" Steve asked in return 

"Steve, | needed you to agree to this." 

"Why Joe?" Steve snapped. "Why were you so determined to embrace me?" 

"A few reasons.| wasn't lying when | said | didn't want to watch you die. | didn't want to give you up but there 


is another reason and that is so they didn't get to you first. If one of them got to you first, they would ‘ave 


never turned loose of you" 
"What? Who?" Steve frowned, and sighed as he stumbled right into Joe's arms 

"Dave Mustaine, Gar Samuelson, and Marty Friedman Either one of them could ‘ave," Joe replied "And Bily.” 
"Billy?" Steve asked, furrowing his brows. "Billy Cowell?" 


"Yes," Joe confirmed. "Steve, do you even want this life? Did you ever? Or were you trying to escape and save 


your father?" 


Steve looked away and he heard a sigh escape Joe's lips. Joe made sure he heard it and Joe made sure he 


would feel guilty for feeling that way. 


"Stop guilt tripping me, you forced me into this life. You said you wouldn't force me... What bullocks that was," 
Steve hissed. "And then you proceeded to keep me prisoner in that house." 


"Don't you pin this on me; you agreed to it. Besides, if | didn't Turn you, one of them would ‘ave hurt you. They 
couldn't turn you but they could've tortured you," Joe replied. "I marked you but they could ‘ave tortured you 


in other ways.” 


"Why?" Steve asked, not even looking up when Joe lifted him and took him back to the mansion he revealed 


after Steve's embrace. 
Joe didn't answer right away. Instead he helped Steve upstairs and into the bedroom. 


"Because they tried to do that with me and over the years we developed a distaste for each other," Joe 


answered. 
"What stopped them?" Steve asked. 
"Vivian did," Joe answered. 


"Why did-" Steve started but stopped and looked up at Joe. "Vivian turned you so they wouldn't hurt you, 
didn't he? That's why he's protective but not controlling.’ 


"Yes, now no more questions. Everything will become clear in due time," Joe replied 
Steve nodded and frowned. "Is this supposed to be painful?" 


‘It can be, it's your first kill and your first blood lust so it can feel painful. Almost like a burning sensation," 
Joe replied, nodding. 


"Oil You should ‘ave told me. No matter, don't lock me up again," Steve frowned. 
"| won't, there's no reason now," Joe said. 


Steve nodded and accepted that answer. 


Joe eventually returned downstairs and moved to the wine cabinet. There were two types of liquor; regular 


liquor that Joe still had from when Steve was human and their liquor, which was mixed with blood. He pulled 


out a bottle and two glasses before he sighed softly. 

"Half glass or full glass?" Joe asked. 

"Full glass please," Vivian said from somewhere in the darkness of the lounge. 

Joe nodded and poured two full glasses. "I would've thought you'd left by now." 

"Not a chance," Viv replied, accepting the glass Joe handed him. "How is Steve?" 

"He's asleep now," Joe sighed, sipping the drink. "I may ‘ave made a mistake, mate. | may ‘ave embraced him too 
soon, knowing he probably wasn't ready. He was trying to keep me from killing the bastard that is his father 
but because he said yes, | accepted that. | didn't stop there, | kept him locked up to prevent him from going 
through his blood lust. If you think about it, its no wonder he lost control.” 

"You had the right intentions Joe," Viv paused. "But even if you kept his hunger under control, it wouldn't ‘ave 
stopped him from going into blood lust and losing control. You needed to let him make his first kill and drink 
‘naturally’. It was evitable..it's in our nature and it can't be stopped The longer you try to stop it, the worse 
itll be when it finally hits. Now you need to be near him because he'll want to kill again.his blood lust has hit 
and he smelt all that human blood so he knows the smell now." 

"I know, | know," Joe grumbled. "This was a bloody stupid choice." 


"Don't be so hard on yourself, | was hardly a help," Viv said, softly. 


"You've done nothing wrong. You keep blaming yourself for bringing me in this world but Viv, | don't see that 


you had a choice," Joe sighed. "Besides, | took this life quite a bit better than Steve has so far." 


‘Its more than that Joseph; | taught you the minimum and left it to Phil to do most of the teaching. | 
deserted you in a way. | didn't ‘ave a choice, you're right, but it doesn't stop the guilt," Viv confirmed. 
"Anyhow, this isn't about me. Do you think Steve could learn to enjoy this life?" 


"Enough of that rubbish Vivian, | like this life as | said before. It's fine, really," Joe said. "As for Steve, | don't 


know, | ‘spose. So far, the only good thing is he doesn’t drink so much anymore." 


Viv chose to ignore the first comment. "I ‘spose he doesn't think about that as much anymore now. | imagine 


he's still trying to get used to everything.’ 


"| think so too," Joe nodded. "He was still confused as to how we ‘aged’. It was only recent he realized we didn't 


age and that we ‘ave the ability to create an illusion of aging.” 


"Ah..." Viv chuckled. "Appearance illusion is the one thing that gets all the new vampires. That and human foods; 


Sav was perplexed" 


"Yes, Steve asked about that too," Joe chuckled. "Trickery is a vampire's best friend” 
"Indeed it is," Viv chuckled, too. 


Joe was about to say something but he stopped after a moment. His gaze turned toward the stairs and after 


a minute, he turned his gaze toward Vivian, though he wasn't directly looking at him. 
"He's awake..he's distressed and craving something..blood,’ Joe said, quietly. "I can feel his desperation’ 
"Take him hunting Joe," Viv replied, sternly. 


Joe nodded and he did take Steve hunting. Anything Steve could get his hands on, he went after. At some point, 


he did seem like he had his fair share of hunting and leaned against Joe. 
| can't get used to this," Steve whispered. 
‘Its only been two months," Joe responded. "Give it time Steve." 


Steve only nodded to that and instead of fighting against Joe, he went back to the mansion without a fuss. 


Sav sat at the piano and played a few keys before he chuckled and glanced toward the opened glass door. He 
normally never kept it open when it was windy but Vivian wanted it open tonight. He could see the moonlight 
bouncing off the mirror, which made it seem lighter than it really was. 

‘It's about time you come back Vivian," Sav chuckled. "I waited for you." 

"| know love," Vivian said from somewhere in the darkness, but Sav could sense him. "I'm here now." 

"How is Steve?" Sav asked. 

"He's not taking to this life quite as well as you ‘ave," Viv responded. 

"I figured as much. He's a sensitive soul, maybe even more so than me," Sav said. "And Joe?" 

"He's struggling with Steve but you know ‘OW he is; stubborn," Viv chuckled. 


"Stubborn indeed," Sav chuckled, too. 


He heard something fall from the table due to the quickened steps Vivian was making. Suddenly he felt Viv's 


breath on his neck and shivered, as he stopped playing. 

"You're distracting me Irishman," Sav whispered. 

"That was my intent," Viv replied, quietly. "What | want to know is ‘Ow you are" 
‘lm well,” Sav gasped, when Viv ran his tongue over his neck. "| crave you." 


He normally wasn't that open but he wasn't lying about what he wanted either. Being honest came with 
consequences and Sav gasped when Viv jerked him to the floor with a low growl. 


"| wasn't intending to do it on the ground but whatever makes you happy Vivian," Sav said, quietly. 


Viv smirked in response and dipped his face against Sav's neck. 


Confessions and Acknowledgements 
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Meanwhile, Steve sat on the couch with the blarkets wrapped around him. It's not that he really needed them 
but the blankets provided some sort of comfort; that's how it was with things like that. Joe gazed at him a 
moment and noticed how small he really seemed to look 

"Ey Joe, am I still in blood lust?" Steve asked, suddenly 

"How do you feel?" Joe asked 

"More in control, a little calmer," Steve answered. "I don't crave it as much anymore" 

"Then you seem to be out of it, if not completely, then mostly," Joe responded 

"Joe, how did you adapt when you were turned?" Steve asked 

Joe breathed. "Quite well! 


"Right away?" Steve asked, turning his gaze completely toward Joe. 


"Well it took time," Joe said. "Vivian and Phil were patient though. | was too stubborn to stop and once they told 


me ‘Ow it actually was, | opened up to it much more" 

"How long did it take you?" 

"Six months at most," Joe replied, looking up from his journal. "Steve, it's only been two months." 
"Yeah but Sav is doing well," Steve frowned. 

"Sav has had six months to prepare and everyone responds differently love," Joe sighed 

"l spose," Steve sighed, too. "What is that you're writing?" 


"Is a journal, over time, you may find that you'll want to keep one as well. It's good to keep mementos," Joe 


said, choosing to say nothing else about Steve's struggles. 


Steve nodded, idly. "I think | want to now. Do | just go to the store and buy a regular one?" 
"Well you can, yes," Joe nodded. "Would you like to go?" 
"Yes," Steve nodded, too. "Let's go." 


"Alright," Joe nodded, closing his journal. 


Once Steve bought his leather covered journal, he sat down on the recliner and opened the journal. He picked up 


his pen and began to write. 


1187 

How do you start a journal entry? 

This was a stupid idea, wasnt it? 

Í saw Joe writing in his journal and Ive seen the others with their own journals too so I thought why not? 


| dont know what to say though. Its not like | ‘ave much to say like the others do. Im not that interesting and my 
life isn't that out of the ordinary if you dont count the ‘being in a rock band' thing Oh yeah, the vampire thing too. 


Í will say that Im ‘aving a hard time adapting fo the world now. | wasnt really sure about this but | agreed to it 
because it would keep Joe trom killing me father. It also meant ld get to escape his wrath, which was something | 
couldn't do in Iife..erm..in the life | was used to rather. 


Thats not the only problem though, oh no, there's more. Joe told me the minimum before he turned me and now 
ve come fo fnd out there's a lot more he could ave told me but chose not to for whatever reason. The world 
of vampires is so much more complicated than | thought it would be. | could get used to it | ‘spose but | wouldve 
preferred de fo fell me more before he turned me. Like the blood lust or the fact that he didn't fully sleep with 
me while | was human because he was afraid he would lose control and kill me (we've done things, just not full 


blown shagging), or the fact that he has enemies 


Now another thing | want to mention is the ‘bond: Lets look up bond in the dictionary, or rather lets look for the 
best matched definition. Luckily | have a dictionary on hand. 


A strong force of attraction holding atoms together in a molecule or crystal, resulting from the sharing or 


transfer of electrons: 


That is exactly it. It is the best described definition. 


Ive known Joe a while now and we've been friends for a while but the bond hasnt always existed, not in that way 
at least. That only started when Joe and | started dating (which wasnt terribly long ago). I got stronger and 
stronger every time we touched, kissed, and all that. Joe npped me one night (which I later found out he was 
marking me) and it seemed fo only increase in strength When he turned me that night, he explained it to me more 
in depth. The bond is a signal of the connection we ‘ave and apparently the closer we are, the stronger it gets. A 
vampire can lose a bond they ‘ave with someone if they're not close to them and a bond can temporally weaken if 
a vampire becomes ill (apparently it can happen, just not in the same way; physical illnesses are not possible stil, 
mental is another story) or injured However, the bond makes it possible for us to communicate telepathically, it 
makes it possible to feel what the other is feeling whether that be positive feeling or negative feelings. If one of us 
disappears, we can use the bond to get an idea of where the other is (though it won't always fell us the precise 
location). And apparently we can shut it down so the other doesn't invade our thoughts but | 'avent learned that 
technique yet and | don't think Joe's eager to teach me either. | lke the bond but the downfalls are Joe's always 
using it to his advantage. | ‘spose | would too if | knew how fo. 


Wow! 


Í guess | ‘ad a lot more to say than | thought. | ‘spose HI silence myself now though 


SMC: 


Steve closed his journal and glanced up to find Joe was no longer in the lounge. He slowly stood up and started 


for the back door, but stopped in his tracks. 

"Joe, why are you hiding?" Steve asked, turning his gaze to toward the dark kitchen. 

"lm not hiding, I'm drinking,” Joe replied. 

Steve smirked in response and moved toward him. 

Meanwhile, after Vivian and Sav finished their time together, Vivian met up with David Coverdale. They had a 
fallout not long ago but David couldn't help but have a soft spot for Vivian. After all, He did adopt and sire him 
after his maker abandoned him. 

"l'm surprised, you still came," David said. 


"Did you doubt that | would?" 


"Yes." 


"Good thought but no," Viv replied. 

"Right then, | called you ‘ere for a reason believe it or not" 
"And what reason is that?" 

"Dave Mustaine," David chuckled. 

Viv's gaze darkened. "I'm listening." 


"He's deciding he'd like to pay you a visit as well as your childe," David explained. "And now that Joe has his 


love as his childe, Mustaine has decided to make an example of him." 

"Steve." Viv breathed. "Does he ‘ave him?" 

‘Not yet" 

"Why is he doing this now?" 

‘It appears he has planned to attack you for quite some time and this was just the timing he chose to do it. 
Revenge and pure hatred doesn't need a logical reason really. Not to mention, he has vowed to kill your 
‘children’ and their ‘children. Some vampires want to see the world burn," he said. "That's not all.” 

Viv groaned. "What?" 

"Billy Cowell. He finds Steve to be quite delicious." 


"David..." 


"Don't shoot the messenger Vivian, I'm telling you what | know," David chuckled again. "Does Steve know who he 


is?" 

"He knows; he's met him a few times but he doesn't know what he's capable of," Viv replied. "I'll warn Joe." 
"You do that but as for you..." 

"What about-" 

Vivian paused when David closed the space between the two of them and draped a hand through his hair. Viv 
looked down automatically and allowed David to touch his face. Despite not turning him, he thought of David as 


his true sire; therefore the connection was mildly strong and there was that sire/childe relationship between 


them, even despite the bitterness after their fallout. 


"Drink Vivian," David ordered. 

"No, I-" 

"Drink now, you're weaker than normal. You fed too many," David interrupted. 

Viv didn't eagerly bite him but when David sliced a slit across the side of his neck, Viv leaned forward 
unceremoniously and bit down. David stiffed a moan and nibbled on him a bit before he removed his fangs 
from Vivian's neck. Viv knew what he was doing; he was rekindling the bond seeing as it weakened after they 
had a fallout. Suddenly, he jerked away from Viv as the Irishman took a deep breath. 

"You feel better?" David asked, amused. 

Viv nodded slowly. "Your blood is strong; I've forgotten" 


"Well now you remember," David smirked. "Now go to Joe." 


Viv glared but nodded in response. 


A Reason to Celebrate 
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Instead of going to Joe right away, Vivian deciding not to return to Joe right away. He figured Joe would be 
fine during the holidays while he spent his holidays with Sav. 


Steve insisted they celebrate the holidays for weeks on end and Joe avoided them so Steve assumed they 


weren't going to celebrate Christmas either. Joe allowed him to decorate the house and he left it at that. 
Steve fell asleep on the couch after another night of decorating. 

"Stevie?" Joe whispered 

Steve moaned and murmured something about wanting to sleep but Joe only called his name again. Steve 
turned over and opened his eyes slowly with a frown. His eyebrows lifted when he saw a tree in the corner of 
the room and immediately, he sat up. 


"You got a tree?" 


"Yes, | did," Joe answered. "You wanted to celebrate Christmas, so we will. | didn't decorate it because | figured 


that was best left up to you." 


Steve moved off the couch and smiled slightly as he turned slowly to glance at Joe. He wanted to say 
something but he didn't know exactly what to say at the moment. 


"I know it's not quite your thing but-" 


Its not that it isn't my thing but now | ‘ave a reason to celebrate it. We need lights and decorations though, 


do you ‘ave a theme in mind?" Joe interrupted 
"Red," Steve nodded. "Red and Gold” 

"Alright, let's go get the decorations then" Joe replied 

Without saying much else, Joe did take Steve out and he let him buy whatever he wanted. Steve refused to 


use Joe's money though, he had his own money and he made sure Joe knew he would very well use it. Once 
they got home, Steve set up a few more decorations and decorated the tree while Joe merely held the empty 


boxes. He merely chuckled though as Steve finished his decorating and turned on the lights. 

It's perfect,” Steve said, softly. 

"It is," Joe replied 

"Thank you Joe," Steve said with a slight smile. 

"Thank you for giving me a reason to celebrate," Joe said. 

Steve turned and glanced at Joe, who seemed to move closer toward the tree. Joe loved his parents, their 
celebrations, and all that of course, but he never seemed to have a reason to celebrate anything anymore. His 
last memories of holidays were grim and not very pleasant but he supposed it was time to make new 
memories. Now he looked as if he were touched by the decorations and by the tree too. He especially seemed 
to appreciate the ornament with his name on it. Steve felt as if he were being a little bit cheesy to be honest 


but he wanted Joe to get in the spirit and to receive that kind of reaction was worth it. 


"I want this to be tradition," Steve whispered. "We're vampires but it doesn't mean we can't have humane 


traditions." 
"It can be," Joe replied, softly. "This will be ours." 


Steve nodded and moved in front of the fire as Joe joined him eventually. 


Sav lied on the sofa in their mansion, gazing at their tree. Unlike Joe, Vivian had no problem celebrating but 
unlike Joe and Steve, they set up a white tree with blue and silver decorations. Viv shifted on the floor and 
offered Sav a glass of wine. 

"| ‘ave a few gifts in mind and I'll set them under the tree in due time," Viv said. 


"Same ‘ere," Sav chuckled, accepting the glass. "Viv, are you sure this is alright? You know? Celebrating?" 


"Well ‘Course love," Viv smiled. "Contrary to popular belief, vampires aren't all doom and gloom. We do 


sometimes cling to our human beliefs and qualities of life." 
"l've noticed," Sav mused. "Except holidays when it comes to Joe, he shies away from it" 
"He has his reasons," Viv replied. 


"Yes, he does, but you know them," Sav said, quietly. "Would you do me the honor of telling me?" 


"He was kidnapped at one point," Viv blurted out. "Sometime after | created him. Twas Mustaine; he didn't only 
beat Joe senseless, along with his guys, they drained him as much as they could without killing him. They tied 
him, locked him up and killed in front of him, while allowing him to smell all that blood" 


"That's why he doesn't like holidays?" Sav asked, confused. 


"Yes," Viv confirmed. "They killed a woman shopping for Christmas gifts for her children and took him to the 
bloody home of the woman. He was left there for three days before | found him. He didn't ‘ave enough energy 
to call for me or Phil; the only reason | found him was because Ellefson finally had mercy on him and told me 
where he was. They assumed he would lose it and | can see why honestly. It was a bloody mess honestly, blood 
everywhere, all over the floor, the tree, the presents, fireplace, everywhere. | got Joe out of there and he 
told me later, he screamed as long as his voice would allow him to before his throat finally got hoarse. He 


stopped celebrating holidays after that, including Christmas. This year, he's doing it for Steve though." 
"They killed.. the kids.." Sav asked, stuttering over his words. 


"No, thank Gods, they did not. They did, however, lock the kids in the one of the rooms with the dead body of 
their mother. After | rescued Joe, | did alert the coppers and it was pinned on the ex-husband. No bite marks 
were on her so it played in perfectly but Joe had nightmares for a long time about that. It was only over time 
that he ‘recovered’ as best as he could but | always kept up on those children," Viv explained. 


"Gods! | can't blame him," Sav grumbled. "How grim." 


"It is," Viv nodded. "As you can see, he does ‘ave a reason not to care for holidays though. Now he has Steve 


though and Steve has given him something.’ 


"For such a grim past, he hides it well but its good Steve has given him something to look forward to," Sav 
said. 


"Yes, it is," Viv nodded in agreement. 


Viv leaned forward to kiss Sav and smiled when Sav pulled him closer. 


Steve didn't bother to stay dressed and Joe was only half dressed; shirt unbuttoned, pants undone. Steve lay 
on his back, knees spread apart as he gasped each time Joe tickled the little hair around his balls. Joe's fingers 
massaged over the top of his cock and then moved under his cock, before he stopped. Steve's eyes opened and 
slowly he frowned as Joe chuckled softly. 


"Why did you stop?" Steve asked. 


"Steve, | want you," Joe replied. 

"You do ‘ave me.." 

"No, | want inside you..it's time Steve," Joe said. 

Steve sucked in a breath and looked away, before he returned his gaze toward Joe and slowly nodded, 

‘I'm not at risk of being killed by you anymore, am |?" Steve asked. 

"No." 

"Will it hurt?" Steve asked. 

"It could," Joe admitted. "lve never taken it that way..obviously; for some it does though and for some it 
doesn't but it may. You never did it as a human though; therefore it may always be a little uncomfortable at 
first 


"What? Why?" Steve frowned. 


"Our bodies naturally heal and your body will naturally heal you to the way you were before you had sex," Joe 


explained. 


"Are you sure you didn't just keep from shagging me so you could keep me a virgin?" Steve asked, raising a 


brow. 

"Are you out-" Joe started, but paused to think that through and honestly Steve was glad he reacted that 
way because it meant he didn't think about that before, until now. "No but now that you bring it to mind, I'm 
in luck, aren't |?" 

‘Oh sod off," Steve muttered, rolling his eyes. "Just be easy Joe." 

Joe nodded and removed the remaining of his clothes before he parted Steve's legs to his liking. Joe pulled a 
pillow from the couch and gently smacked Steve's hip before placing the pillow under him. Steve closed his eyes 
for a moment but opened them when he heard Joe when he heard him fussing around. Joe had a tube of lube 
in his hand and he was coating himself with it, which made Steve feel a little bit more nervous. 

‘It may be a bit uncomfortable because | will need you to push your legs back, alright?" 


"Ok-Okay," Steve nodded. 


Joe guided himself between Steve's knees and guided his legs back but instead of entering straight away, he 


stroked his thighs. He could feel Steve's unease and he wanted him to calm down a little bit before he got 
started. 


"Take it easy love," Joe soothed. "I'll go as easy as | can" 


Steve nodded and swallowed slowly before he took a deep breath and closed his eyes. He enjoyed the gentle 
strokes but when they stopped and he felt the sudden invasion, he gasped and clutched his hands into fists. 
Joe hissed as he literally slammed into Steve's body, wincing when he cried out. Joe didn't expect Steve to feel 
this tight and Steve knew Joe was big but he really didn't understand it until his body was wrapped around his 
length. 


"Steve, take a deep breath," Joe gasped. "Deep, slow breaths." 

Steve nodded, frantically and did as he was told. As he did this more and more, it seemed to hurt less and less. 
Joe grinded his teeth and hissed as he moved his hips when he heard a small whimper from Steve's lips. A 
small frown crossed his features but he continued to thrust and the whimpers quieted down. Joe opened his 
eyes in concern and Steve brushed his hands over his own nipples, gasping. Joe smirked and closed his eyes 
again as he positioned Steve's legs in another way so he could make himself more comfortable. Steve arched 
back, earning himself a smirk, as Joe placed his hands against Steve's hips and thrust forward. 

"Gods..." 

Joe growled and sped up his thrusts as Steve moaned his name with pleasured sighs. These sighs, moans, and 
scratches continued until Joe gasped and jerked forward as the fragments of pre-cum seeped through. Steve 
gasped and climaxed as that sent Joe into his final climax with a final jerk. Joe glanced down and slowly he 
frowned at the sight of blood. 

"Blood..Christmas..no.." Joe said, quietly. "Not on Christmas...” 

"Joe," Steve panted. 

"I'm sorry," Joe whispered. 

"l'm ok-" 

"I'm sorry," Joe frowned, as he pulled out, shaking his head. 

He slowly backed up and calmly stepped away and Steve lay there, gazing at the tree. Steve closed his eyes for 
a moment but opened them immediately when he felt a hand on his arm. He sighed when he saw Joe there and 


pulled himself up. 


"Joe-" 


"Are you okay?" Joe asked, interrupting. 

"Course, | heal," Steve replied "Even before | was; | mean | was a little sore but otherwise | was fine." 

"Thank Gods," Joe sighed. 

"Joe, what did you expect? Why did you react that way?" Steve asked. 

"| just-nothing." 

"No, you don't get to avoid the subject, tell me," Steve frowned. 

Joe didn't seem to want to talk about it but he did pull away long enough to grab one of his journals. He opened 
it to a certain a page and handed it to Steve, and looked away. Steve silently read through it and turned the 
pages, gasping slightly as he switched the pages. With each horrifying detail, he frowned and looked away as if 
he were seeing it on paper. He didn't need to continue reading beyond those few pages but he did until Joe 
finally stopped him. 

‘I'm sorry," Steve said, quietly. "| wouldn't ‘ave made you celebrate the holidays if | had known" 

"Its fine," Joe replied. "I need to move on anyhow." 

"Yeah but still," Steve sighed. "Gods..this is the holidays and now l'm depressed.” 


‘lm sorry," Joe said, softly. "Let's lighten the mood, shall we?" 


Joe brushed his lips along Steve's and smiled slightly when the kiss was returned. Steve was his and it was a 


nice comfort to know that. 


The First Moving Step 
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Steve's moods changed but right now he seemed to be okay. Nothing was said about Joe's grim past again in 


the next few days. 


Joe watched Steve on the balcony with a lit cigarette. Steve was more human-like than some of the vampires. 


He clung to the habits and activities he had as a human. 

"He's calm," Joe said, quietly. 

He heard shuffling and movement behind him. He knew who it was; he didn't need to ask 
"That's good," Vivian replied. "I've come for a reason though." 

"What reason?" Joe asked, eagerly. 


‘Dave Mustaine has decided his revenge tactic is best done now and Billy.." Viv paused, earning himself a growl. 


"Billy Cowell." 

| know who he is," Joe growled, lowly. 

"Yes, well he has an interest in Steve," Vivian said, pulling his black hair back. 

"What does he want with him? The rivalry is with us, not him," Joe hissed, turning. 

"You tell me Joe, he's your lover and your childe," Viv replied, calmly. 

Joe hissed something inaudible and turned again to search for Steve, but he didn't see him right away. He 
approached the glass door and found Steve kneeling to the ground some distance away. He slowly opened the 


door and stepped out onto the patio. 


Steve seemed to sense him and turned his gaze. "| want a garden" 


"A garden?" 

"Yes, | want it and | want a dog," Steve nodded. 

"As you wish," Joe nodded, and glanced at Vivian. "Vivian." 

"Help yourself” Viv nearly interrupted. 

Joe didn't like using Vivian's money, in fact he rarely did use his money but it was there if he needed it. Viv 
had a hefty trust fund as well as a big bank account due to reasons he wouldn't say, and he had Joe's name 
on both. 

Steve nodded, idly. "Someone is after me, right?" 


"Steve..." 


"I can feel it from you Joe; your anger and your fear for me," Steve said, as he stood up. "By the way, | know 


you mean well but | don't need your money." 

Joe replied, quietly. "Billy Cowell is after you." 

Steve gazed at him a minute. "What did you guys do to cause this? Or was it me?" 

"Both," Viv answered before Joe could. "You did nothing intentionally except exist as the interest in Joe's life. 
You're turning out to be quite the asset for us and they didn't expect that seeing as you're ‘fresh’ as we call 
it. As for us, it's a long running bitter fallout and it's resulting into revenge and a battle to outdo each other; 
it's silly, really. Dave Mustaine vowed to make my life a living ‘ell and he tries every chance he gets." 

ls that why he tried to torture Joe?" 

"Yes," Viv replied. "In a sense, he did torture him." 

Joe remained silent most of the time but he nodded, idly, while saying ‘yeah' or 'mhm' every so often. 

Steve stared at him a minute before he slowly nodded and started for the house. Viv gasped suddenly and the 
minute Steve saw the look on his face, he knew Viv was sensing something. He turned quickly and slashed 
whatever was there. It happened to be Dave's face, which brought a curse from his lips, as Steve backed up 
immediately. Joe grabbed Steve's shirt and shoved his body behind him. Steve would have fell if Viv didn't grab 
him. Viv then stepped ahead of Steve as Joe stared with a glare across his features. 


"Why are you deciding to attack Joe at his residence?" Viv asked. “This is between you and me." 


"It seemed perfect, your childe brought in his lover and his lover is weak," Dave said. "Not to mention, | ‘ave 


attacked Joe before." 

"You ‘ave nothing on him and you ‘ave nothing on me arsehole," Steve hissed, as Joe held a hand to his chest. 
"A mouthy bitch, you got some guts," Dave snickered. "I like him." 

"Do you now?" Steve asked. "Beats what you ‘ave." 

Dave's smirk twisted into a frown. "Keep your bitch quiet, Elliott” 


"Joe." Vivian began, as Joe hissed something at Steve. "I'd advise you to leave. If you choose not to, I'll ‘ave to 


kill you." 


"You kill me?" Dave chuckled and laughed. "You couldn't possibly kill me. I'm the reason you are what you are 


Vivian, | could very well kill you but its more fun to see you suffer." 


Steve eyebrows lifted but he said nothing. His attention was grabbed by a whooshing sound and the sudden 


appearance of David Coverdale. Viv met David's eyes and quickly averted his eyes toward Dave again 


"You'll do well to know that if you lay a finger on my childe or anyone dear to him, I'll cut your life short, | 


won't stop there, I'll destroy everyone you ever knew. Now leave," David warned Mustaine. 

"Your childe? I'm the reason-" 

"You and Marty gave up the privilege to call him yours, he's mine. Now leave," David warned again 

"This isn't over, Coverdale. | may not come back today, it may not even be tomorrow but someday-" 
"LEAVE!" David's voice thundered. 

Even Steve shivered at the sound of David's angry voice. Mustaine seemed to take a step back but he 
snickered soon enough and like David suggested, he snapped his fingers and seemed to disappear. David turned 


to face Vivian and darkened his gaze. 


"Be more prepared next time. Stay near your childe," David said. "He won't be back for a while; don't ask me 


‘Ow | know, | just do." 
"| didn't ask for your help-" 


"Bite your tongue Vivian, figure out your tactic but don't attack willingly if they do happen to return before 
my predictions," David said, and jumped to take his leave too. 


"Dave Mustaine made you?" Steve asked. 


"No, Dave Mustaine is a malkavian, he drained me of my blood. He intended to let me die but instead, he 
changed his mind and thought he'd make me pay instead. So he had his adopted childe, Marty, turn me," Viv 
replied, quietly. "Marty is brujah." 


"| thought David Coverdale-" 


"No, David is a venture. Mustaine tried to prove a point and left me defenseless after he turned me with no 


real knowledge of this life; Coverdale merely ‘adopted me as his childe and took me as his own" 
"So you ‘ave two clan blood types, techrically?" 


"| ‘spose when you put it that way but that doesn't matter, what does matter is that Mustaine has a 


vendetta," Viv responded. 
| know you can't tell me everything but | still don't understand the differences between clans," Steve admitted. 


Viv glanced at Joe, who nodded, and turned his gaze toward Steve. "I won't tell you all the details but | will tell 
you something about the clans you should know about for now. We are brujahs; the majority of those who are 
within the brujah clan tend to be passionate but they can also be quick tempered and short on patience. Our 
abilities focus on our speed and strength." 


"Joe's short on patience," Steve chuckled, earning himself a chuckle. "You don't seem to be though Vivian" 


"Joe is, yes, and | can be," Viv smiled. "Your band mate, Phil, is a toreador. They tend to be sensual, sexual, 
humane and beautiful. They're creative by nature and their abilities focus on their ability to move without 


being seen and their heightened senses." 
"It absolutely fits Phil, who turned Phil though?" Steve mused. 


"You'd ‘ave to ask him that," Vivian smiled, slightly. "Next we ‘ave ventures, which is what Coverdale is. 
Ventures are one of the oldest lines and they are natural born leaders. They are dominant, as you can see 
from Coverdale, and they are natural business men. Their abilities focus on dominance, manipulation, and 


elegance." 
It seems that way," Steve nodded. 


"Now there are other clans but the only other one | will tell you about is the malkavians, which is what Dave 
Mustaine is. Malkavians are known as the crazies because whether it's instantly or over time, they are always 
led to insanity. Most of them tend to be intelligent, though you wouldn't know it from Mustaine. Sometimes 
that very intelligence is what leads to their insanity but no matter, they're all crazy. | keep repeating myself 
but I'm not over exaggerating when | say it. Their abilities focus on the extra insight they seem to have and 


they seem to possess an extra knowledge that no other clans has." 


"Mustaine doesn't seem smart or knowledgeable," Steve commented. 
Viv laughed softly. "I know." 
"He's really in the smart clan?" Steve asked. 


"Yes he is," Viv nodded. "There's other clans and you'll learn about them in due time. That being said, can | ‘ave 


a word with Joe for a moment?" 


Steve nodded as he looked back and forth from Joe and Vivian Finally he walked back inside and let the two 


speak. He didn't bother telling Joe where he was going, his maker knew he wasn't going to leave. 


Instead, he made his way to the bedroom and found Joe's journal sitting there. He thought about reading it but 
decided maybe it was best to leave it. 


Joe turned his gaze toward Vivian and frowned before lowering his head. Viv placed his hand under Joe's chin 


and lifted his head with a light chuckle and stroked the side of Joe's face before pulling his hand back. 
"l'Il speak with David; you, on the other hand, need to keep Steve close," he said. 
"Are you sure that's safe? Wouldn't it be smarter if they thought | ditched him?" Joe asked. 


"Joe." Vivian breathed. "Never abandon your childe; however, | will speak with David and see what he prefers. 


He might-" 


Vivian stopped mid-sentence and hissed, placing his hand against his head. Joe frowned and placed his hand 


against Viv's shoulder, jerking him out of whatever daze he seemed to be in 

"Sav.." he breathed. 

"Let's go," Joe said, deciding not to ask what was going on. 

"No! You stay ‘ere with Stevie, I'll go for Sav," Viv said. 

"Vivian." 

"| said stay," Viv said, sternly. 

Joe looked away for a minute, only to look back at his maker. "I'll stay but | need a favor when you return" 


"Of course," Viv said, softening his voice. "What is it?" 


“Taste Steve," Joe replied. 
"What?" Viv questioned, appearing to be a bit alarmed. 


| want there to be a bond between you two in case | can't immediately get to him at some point. | want you 


to drink from him and vice versa," Joe explained. 
Viv mused. "I'll think it through." 


With that, Vivian took his leave as Joe returned to the bedroom. 


Vivian made it back to his place but Sav was nowhere to be found. A frown crossed his features as he 
searched the place but found nothing. 


‘Sav, speak to me love. Where are you? 
Viv didn't always use his telepathic abilities but there were times it was required, like now. 
‘| ran, the Coven nightclub 


Viv turned on his heel and quickly made his way to the nightclub. Despite popular belief, this club wasn't a 


normal nightclub. It was private with an exclusive guest list, and it was for vampires only. 


Viv walked in the club and looked around for Sav. He could see Adrian looking around but the minute he saw 


the Irishman, he snickered and backed out of the club slowly. 
"Sav?" Viv called. 
"Here," Sav said, grabbing Viv's arm. 


Viv turned immediately and grabbed Sav's wrist before leading him out of the place. Sav refrained from 


frowning but to say he wasn't concerned and maybe confused would be a lie. 
"This isn't the place for vampires who are..fresh," Viv said, quietly. 

"Fresh?" Sav repeated as if he were offended. 

"Yes, newly created; ‘young’, you know...” 


"What would happen?" 


"Anything could happen, especially anything bad," Viv said, quietly. "Now who led you ‘ere?" 
"A man named John..." 
"You believed him?" Viv asked. 


"Don't make it sound as if | was foolish enough to buy what he said. His photos of your body looked authentic," 
Sav replied. "| didn't go because | thought he was trustworthy. went because | feared for you." 


Viv said nothing else, in fact he remained silent until he returned to his mansion. It was only when he shut the 


door that he turned and faced Sav. 
"| can understand," Viv said. 
"But you think I'm foolish, right?" 


"| did at first until | let it sink in. | can't say | ‘aven't made similar mistakes; therefore, no, when | really think 


about it, | don't think you're foolish. Just naive," Viv said. 


Sav thought over the answer before he nodded and accepted that answer. He turned and walked away as Vivian 


gazed at the place Sav stood minutes before. 

"You can come out," Viv said, quietly. 

"| would've eventually," David Coverdale said, stepping out of the kitchen 

"Why are you ‘ere?" Viv asked. "Although | did want to speak with you sooner or later." 

"I know you did and you should cut down the rudeness," David said, as he stepped close. "What are you hiding?" 
"Nothing, |=" 

Viv's sentence was cut short when David slammed him against the wall and bit into his neck, causing him to 
cry out. David was searching for the truth; he knew what he was doing. David pulled back after a minute and 


narrowed his eyes. 


"You're not well; you're targeting bad blood and you're not taking care of yourself. I'm disappointed Vivian," 


David said, sternly. "Now drink from me." 
"| just" 


"Do it before | force feed you," David growled. 


Vivian sighed and waited a moment before he finally dug his fangs into David's neck, ignoring the hiss. Viv 
moaned as David pushed him over the couch. Viv gasped as he was forced to release David and groaned after 
his maker pressed against his body a moment later. Viv closed his eyes as David held his head up by clenching 
his chin. 

"Vivian-" 

"l'm tired mate," Viv sighed. "That's all." 

"So I'm right, yes?" David asked. 

"Yes, you are," Viv replied. 

"You better start taking care of yourself, am | clear?" 


"Yes, you are," Viv sighed, as he finally opened his eyes. 


David leaned forward and kissed Vivian against the lips. The taste was intoxicating and with that fact, he dipped 
his fingers in the long black hair. After a minute of kissing, he pulled back and smirked. 


"| could take you right ‘ere and let your love walk in on it but | won't, now rest," David said. "Oh yes, you said 


you wanted to talk to me, didn't you?" 

"I will, David," Viv nodded and sighed, but he was unable to turn away due to David's grip on his chin. "And yes, 
| wanted to ask your opinion on Joe and Steve. | suggested he keep Steve close but he seems to think they'll 
leave Steve alone if they think he abandoned him." 

"Good" David answered. "No, they wouldn't leave him alone if Joe walked off. In fact, they'd go for the target 
even harder and seeing as Steve would likely be hurt by Joe's disappearance, they would get to him during his 
vulnerability and likely convert him to see things their way, or they would try. Never abandon a childe, ever." 


"I thought so," Viv nodded. "Thank you." 


David nodded and pulled away from him. Even through the bitterness, they could never hate each other. 


The Attempt Death Sentence 


Author's Notes: 
Again, thanks to Augustine. | tried to catch everything she suggested but if you see anything else thats a 
mistake, it's my fault and my fault only so blame me only. 


This is a long chapter 


The next day, Steve moaned when he felt himself lifted from the bed and carried somewhere. The daytime 
exhausted some vampires more than others and Steve was one of those, which was bad for the band He was 
on break from the band though so he supposed it didn't matter. 

"What are you doing?" Steve asked, softly. 


"Taking you away from ‘ere, you obviously aren't fond of the mansion so I'll find you another mansion," Joe 


said, quietly. 

"Not now Joe, just lay with me, will you?" Steve frowned, refusing to open his eyes. 

"Steve-" 

"Please Joe, just for now?" Steve interrupted. 

He heard Joe sigh and finally his body was lowered at some point. Steve finally opened his eyes and found 
himself in a room he had never seen before. He looked around as Joe wrapped him in a blanket and moved next 
to him with a sigh. 

"Where are we?" Steve asked. 

"The back of Joe's Garage," Joe replied. "The front half is my studio but this back half..| keep locked up." 

Steve nodded slowly and allowed Joe to pull him close as he nuzzled against him, enjoying his scent. He could tell 


Joe was tired too but it was to be expected. They did stir off to sleep finally and wouldn't wake until much 


later. 


When they finally woke, it was just as the sun was setting. Steve almost literally jumped out of the bed and 
found himself scrambling for the door. Joe sat up with a frown and slowly followed after Steve. When he 
reached the foyer, he found Steve gazing out the window at the back of the house. He slowly approached to 
see what he was looking at and instantly pulled his arms over his face at the sight of the sun. 


"Steve..." 


He backed up and watched him from a distance, and from there, he could see the signs of burns starting on 


Steve's skin. He furrowed his brows and slowly approached him again 

"Steve, get the ‘ell away from the window," Joe snapped. 

"It won't kill me." 

"Yes! It will, eventually it will. Do you not get the memo? The sun does eventually kill us," Joe snapped again 
"Yes | know arsehole but the sun is setting, therefore it won't ‘ave time to kill me. Joe, this is the only way | 
can see the sunset anymore. | know you stated you cover up when you go outside with the band but even 
then, you can't really enjoy it. Its something | took for granted frankly and | regret it," Steve explained. 

He did hiss right after he finished speaking and finally he backed away from the window with a painful moan. 
Joe guided Steve toward him and tilted his head, offering his blood. Steve gave in and bit down without much 


of a fight. 


"I know Steve, | know," Joe moaned. "It's hard to get used to and in a sense, it's a burden in some ways but try 


to see the positive in this life. Once you get used to it and learn the ways, | feel you will enjoy it more.” 
Steve moaned and pulled back with half lidded eyes. He slowly nodded and backed up a little bit. 


"It is hard for me Joe," Steve whispered. "But I'll try for now on. I'll try to see the positives but | need you to 


trust me and teach me. More than you have." 


Joe nodded. "| do trust you love, | honestly do." 


Joe kept his promise somewhat to Steve in the upcoming days. He taught Steve what he needed to know about 
the vampire world and answered most questions he asked. He supposed it was only fair that way and honestly, 
Steve did deserve to know. 


It was one week later when Steve found himself hanging out in the car while Joe made his rounds in the Coven 


Nightclub for Vivian. Steve tapped his cigarette and watched the ashes fall from it. He was bored and hungry 


but Joe stated he would feed him later. He still didn't know everything and Joe wouldn't tell him everything but 
Steve appreciated that his lover told him a lot more than what he knew originally. 


"Excuse me?" He heard a woman's voice. 

"No autographs right now please, sorry lass," Steve said, softly. 

"You're arrogant. That's not why I've come to you, vampire man," the female chuckled. 
Steve raised his eyes at this point and then furrowed his brows. "Who are you?" 


"You don't remember?" She asked. "I was dying from a wound and then you gave me something. Some kind of 


liquid or, rather, blood. It healed my wounds and made me crave it. Now l'm dealing-" 
"Oh my god" Steve groaned. "Listen lass, | wasn't in my right mind. | didn't mean to do what | did but-" 


"But what?" She asked. 


"You were dying and | felt remorse for you. I'm glad to see you survived but go on with your life. Live long, 
live happy, grow ola," Steve said, softly. 


| hear what you're saying, | do, but l'm curious—" 


‘Only because | made you a thrall unintentionally. | didn't realize it at the time when | fed you the drops of me 
blood but | do now. Itll wear off, don't worry but you need to go on with your life now,’ Steve interrupted. 


"Stop interrupting me, god. Men.." She sighed, rolling her eyes. "Look, | hate to come across as desperate but 
just take my number and we'll call it a day. Will you?" 


"Fine." Steve sighed, too. 


She pulled out a page from her notebook and wrote her name, as well as her number down She handed the 


little piece of paper to Steve and backed up slowly. 
"Ill go now," She said. 


She nearly bumped into Joe and immediately Steve pushed the door open. He grabbed Joe's arm and glanced at 
her again with a frown. 


"Just go," Steve hissed. 


She looked surprised by his reaction but she nodded and rushed off. Joe turned his gaze toward Steve and 


raised his brows in question 


"She's not food," Steve stated. 

"Like hell she's not," Joe replied 

Steve pulled Joe toward the car. "Let's just go. Leave this one Joe, please." 
Joe raised his eyebrows. "You like her?" 


"| feel remorse for her. It is my fault she's around, just leave it be," Steve replied. "Do you ever feel remorse 
for killing?" 


Joe rolled his eyes, ignoring the question. "Fine." 


Steve nodded and turned away but he didn't get far. Joe grabbed him and pinned him against the car, and 
kissed along his shoulder. 


"You made a mistake," Joe said. 


"What? Why?" Steve frowned. "Joe, | ‘ave nothing with...” 


"I know," Joe interrupted. "She confronted you in public though and you acknowledged her presence and her 


words. Those who are not fond of us may target her now; not just vampires but vampire hunters." 
"Hunters?" Steve frowned. 

"Yes, hunters Stevie. They still exist," Joe said, before he finally backed up and finally addressed the question 
"And yes, there is always remorse for killing but if you let it consume you, it'll kill you. You can't think about 
it” 


Steve turned and frowned, deciding it was best not to comment at that small confession. "I don't want her to 


die Joe. I'm not in love with her but | feel remorse for her." 

"Is she the one you unintentionally made a thrall?" Joe asked. 

"Yeah," Steve nodded. 

"Alright, I'll be able to sense her then If you truly want her protected, we can send someone," Joe replied. 
Please, will you?" 


"Yes, | will," Joe nodded. 


Steve said nothing else and got in the car. 


It was at least five hours before the sun was set to rise and Steve found himself sitting on the patio with 
Joe. Joe had his notebook in his hand and he was writing away. 


"You've been sulking all evening, is something wrong?" Steve asked. 
"No" 

"Then why are you sulking?" Steve asked. 

‘| ‘ave nothing to say," he replied. 

"Joe | told you a million times, she is nothing" 

"I know what you said but its a lie," Joe interrupted. 

"No it's not-" 


Joe interrupted once again. "You may not realize it but it is or else you wouldn't give a damn. We are meant to 


‘ave double, sometimes triple lives, and | knew you would at some point but-but | just didn't expect it so soon” 
"Double lives? What?" 

"Steve, vampires ‘ave many lives, even when they ‘ave vampire lovers. Vampires want children, wives, lives 
with humans because it reminds them of the human life and it helps them keep their humanity intact," Joe 
said. "l imagine | would've hit that stage at some point and | knew you would but again, not so soon" 

"Joe, I'm not going to go for her,” Steve frowned. 

"Maybe not now but you will eventually." 

| can't predict the future but as of now, its not happening,” Steve said. 

"Mhm." 


"There's no winning with you," Steve said, throwing his hands in the air. 


He ignored Joe's calls and stormed back into the mansion. Joe closed his eyes and enjoyed the silence and what 


remained of the night. 


‘Well its been a few weeks since | wrote anything other than notes but | think | do need fo release my inner 
thoughts. 


First thing is first: Steve. 


| have decided it's in my best interest to teach him more about this world and | did my best. | had Vivian's support 
and along with Phils assistance, | taught Steve a lot but Hi never tell him everything about this world | cant fell 
him everything because it would prompt hm either into hostility or into this bold stage that might get him killed 


Now | know what he would think. Arsehole; controlling wanker, selfish bastard and so on He wouldnt be entirely 
wrong for calling me those things but Im not wrong either. 


| barely mentioned the hunters tonight and he was surprised they still existed so | can’t tell him about them and 
their continuous battle with the vampires. | can’t fell him how dangerous the Coven nightclub can be or what has 


happened when a ‘young! anxious vampire went in there. 


Vampires are predators by nature but some of us still have morals if you can believe if. Not everyone in that club 
is bad, in fact some vampires are quite fine and they will leave you alone or if they don’t, they'll mostly just make 
small conversation. However, some of them have lost all humanity in them and ditched all their morals Steve is 
naive and he is a ‘young’ vampire; he'd Iikely get taken advantage of by someone there. 


Now he knows about Mustaine and his gang; he knows about Billy Cowell and how | wrote the lyrics of "Billy's Got a 
Gun" about him but he doesn't realize the extents they will go to. He doesnt know how deep that feud runs but fo 
be fair, even | don't know all the details and Vivian wont tell me. | know it runs with Coverdale and when they say 
leave it be, | know fo do so. Steve's a little more defiant though. With anything else, | would be too but not with 


this. | know these guys and I trust them, and | know when they say back off, you do it 


Now my next issue is this girl Steve fed Now I dont mind that he took an interest in a female; in fact, its not 


uncommon for male vampires in same sex relationships to take on a female companion or lover. 


Most times, they'll leave her a human so she can carry children for them and if they don't have any tubes of 
their sperm fo impregnate her with, they'll use another's sperm to do it with When the time comes, they'll either 


turn the female or leave her as human and let her live as a human 


ŝo as you can see, it's not uncommon and | knew Steve would eventually show interest; he has always wanted 
children affer all. He's very sensitive and he's very humane, even for a ‘young’ vampire but | didn't expect so soon | 
have an issue with his refusal to confront his feelings and his interest. Those not fond of us will take advantage of 
that if he's not careful. This is also why | have a problem with him being confronted in public, though | know that 
wasn't all his fault, | know. 


The second problem | ‘ave is the idea that someone would take him from me. Steve is my chide and my lover, and 
the idea that some harlot would take him from me bothers me to a new degree. See, his ex-girlfriend didn't bother 


me too much because while they talked about children and a life together (which she is the one who put the idea 
of children in his head), she knew her place. She knew not to push me out of his life because if she did, she knew 
he would choose the music and us over her. She didn't know how extensive our relationship was but she knew one 


was there. They ended up breaking up anyway but when they were together, she knew which lines not fo cross. 


| dont know if | made the right decision to turn him but | did it and there's no going back There was no way | was 
going to risk losing hm. My thoughts are jumbled and its hindering my writing skills 


| think HI take a break now. 


J TE’ 


Joe put the notebook down and sighed softly. 


Meanwhile, Steve snuck out of the mansion after he stormed away from Joe. Joe was too busy with his 
notebook to notice and Steve knew that was his opportunity. Joe told him to never go to the Coven nightclub 


alone but that was exactly where he went. 

"Damn." He gasped the minute he stepped in. 

It wasn't exactly what he was expecting but he felt as if he were in awe. Vampires all over, lights flashing 
around the club, extravagant black and red gothic interior. It wasn't like a regular pub that just had the stools 
and the bar. This club had the bar with expensive abstract carvings and black cushioned stools. Blood red 


colored walls with black curtains hanging over certain areas in the corners, which Steve assumed vampires 


would go to have ‘alone’ time. 

Steve's attention was taken from the club when a vampire took his hand and guided him into the club. They all 
knew he was ‘fresh’ and they didn’t mind exploiting that. Steve idly followed the vampire through the club. The 
vampire led him into one of the corners and pulled on the curtain ties, allowing the curtains to close. 

"How about a drink?" the vampire asked. "What shall | have the pleasure of calling you" 

"Sure and Steve," Steve replied 

"Pleasure Steve; just call me Glen," He nodded. 

‘Likewise Glen" Steve nodded. 

He accepted the drink and took a sip as he sat down with the drink He conversed in small talk with Glen and 


every time he finished his drink, it was refilled. He eventually sat the glass down and smiled lightly while 
nodding slightly. 


| should get going," Steve said. "But thanks for the hospitality mate." 


Glen smirked and nodded, though when Steve stood up, he pulled Steve back down and kissed his neck. Steve 
frowned and pulled away, only to be pulled back within his grasp. 


"Stop! What are you doing?" Steve snapped. 

"Hospitality isn't free darlin," he smirked, rubbing his hand over Steve's crotch. 

Steve struggled against him but it was apparent Glen was a lot stronger than Steve. Steve hissed when Glen 
broke the button off his pants and reached out for something to grab. He hissed again when Glen grabbed his 
wrists and pinned him down. 

"Stop," Steve hissed. 


"You're mine now," he said. 


Steve winced as he was shoved down and gasped when Glen ripped his shirt. When he tried to bite him, Steve 
pulled one of his wrists free, grabbed his wine glass and smashed it against his head. 


be, | can't get away from him..tell me how to defend myself. 
What? Where are you? 

"Coven. Coven Nahtclub..' 

Damn it Steve; Im coming’ 


Steve gasped when Glen pulled back and shoved him toward another individual, who turned out to be Dave 


Mustaine. 

"Let's go," Mustaine smirked. 

"No, you can't do this," Steve hissed. 

"Actually | can," Mustaine smirked. 

Steve did struggle but it was no use, Mustaine dragged him out and Glen followed behind him. Steve shuddered 
as he felt a sense of dread and he knew Joe would feel that sense of dread too. That was the last thing he 
felt before Mustaine bit into him, causing him to cry out. Glen grabbed him from behind and held him from 
behind until he dropped to the ground. 


When Steve came to, he found himself on a beach, just before the sun was about to rise. Steve's eyes closed 


and he used what energy he could to try and contact Joe but unfortunately he was still out of energy from 
when Mustaine drained him. Luckily, Joe tried to contact him and used his ability to search for him through 


his fear. 
"l-I don't know where | am; | just know it's a beach," Steve muttered to himself. 


He waited for what seemed like forever until he opened his eyes and saw the sun rising. His eyes lit up, not 
because he wanted to die, but because the sunrise really was beautiful. Then the fear began to show as the 
signs of burning began to show on his skin. He watched the sun for what seemed like forever and once it had 
finally risen, he didn't move. Over time, the burns began to hurt more and the rest of his body began to 
become affected by the sun. He struggled against the chains that were holding him down but it was no use; 


for some reason, he couldn't break free. 
"Fuck." 


He hissed and clenched his hands into fists but still, he refused to scream because he feared it would use the 
rest of his energy and kill him. However, he knew he wouldn't last for too much longer because it was 
becoming impossible to stay quiet. His thoughts proved to be right because he began crying out in pain and the 
burns got more painful. He squeezed his eyes shut and tightened his fists, as he cried out in pain again. The 
outbursts of screams and cries continued on He almost wished the movies were true in the fact that they 


made it seem like vampires just burst into flames and died but of course not. 


He was on the verge of passing out when a blanket or trench coat was thrown over him and he felt the 
chains removed from his wrists. He sighed as he was picked up and just then wondered why those chains were 
so strong. A hand stroked through his hair once they got to the car and he could feel tears. He heard a voice 
but he couldn't make it out and he almost smiled but chose not to. 


"Don't cry for m-me..|-I got to see-l got to see a sun-rise. It was so-so beautiful," Steve muttered, before 


he lost consciousness. 


Steve felt himself stirring back into consciousness but he didn't feel strong enough to open his eyes yet. He 


could hear voices around him though; it was Joe and Vivian. 
"Stop being so hard on yourself Joseph," Viv said, softly. 


"| was accusing him and the troublemaker left because he was mad at me," Joe admitted. "| pushed him out of 
the house by practically begging him to cheat on me before he left. | felt he wanted another lover so | 
practically threw him out. | knew he wanted children so | was trying to push him for what he wanted because | 
knew if | didn't, he'd blame me for taking it from him. Now they nearly killed him because they knew he was a 


‘fresh’ vampire; he must ‘ave been terrified. | told him to never go there." 


"Joe, you couldn't ‘ave known he would've gone to the Coven and | know he wouldn't ‘ave gone there if he knew 
itd ‘ave caused problems with our feud or his life. He's still a babe Joe, be easy, he's still young, but he's a 
brujah which means he acts out like all of us. He loves you though Joe; | don't imagine that will ever change." 
| shouldn't have pushed him even so but you are right. He's a sensitive soul and | love him," Joe said. 


"Yes, well, blaming yourself isn't getting us anywhere." 


Steve frowned and shifted, causing Joe to gasp. Steve felt his body lifted and a hand brushed into his hair. 


Steve's arms hung loosely even though he was technically awake. 
"Stevie?" Joe called. 
"Joe." Steve whispered. 


"Don't you ever go there again; they were waiting for something like this," Joe said, sternly but softened his 


voice. "Now drink from me." 
"But Joe-" 


"No, | don't want to hear it, drink from me. | did force feed you a few times but | need you to feed more," Joe 


interrupted. 


He guided Steve against his neck and held him there. Steve eventually did bite down with a soft moan He didn't 
drink from him for long and when he pulled back, he finally opened his blue eyes. 


"l enjoy the way you hold me," Steve whispered, randomly, but he was still a little bit out of it. 
‘| enjoy holding you that way but Stevie.." Joe started. 


“Alright Joe, | won't go back to the Coven nightclub, I'm sorry, really. | honestly didn't mean to cause problems. 
| didn't know Glen was one of Mustaine's guys,” Steve interrupted. 


"Glen?" Viv frowned. 

"Yeah," Steve nodded. "Glen Drover." 

"Is that who led you to the beach?" Joe asked. 

"Yeah, well kind of," Steve nodded, slowly. "He offered me a few drinks and when | tried to leave, he said 


hospitality isn't free and pulled me down, did a bit of teasing and that's when Mustaine showed up, drained me, 


| lost consciousness, and woke up on the beach, unable to move. Those chains though; | couldn't break free of 


them, why?" 

Vivian finally spoke. "They were specially made, specifically to keep vampires from breaking them. | had to bring 
specific tools to cut them off you. Subconsciously, your fear willed us to you, which is how we knew you were 
chained down" 

Steve heard Joe release a low growl as his protective hold tightened but he made sure it was gently. Steve 
tried to stop the shivers but he couldn't seem to; he didn't even know why he was shivering but he supposed 
he was still shaken. He looked around him as Joe held him against his chest. He finally formally acknowledged 
Viv with a small nod and received one back. He lifted his arms and wrapped them around Joe only to notice his 
burn scars hadn't completely healed yet. 


"Where are we?" Steve asked, softly. 


"We're in Vivian's lair," Joe said. "His place was closer and the sun was becoming overbearing; even being 


covered up didn't save our energy. Sav is staying in another room right now." 
"Oh, | see," Steve nodded 

"Yeah, it's fine though," Joe replied. 

Steve nodded and looked down but Joe lifted his head. "| saw the sunrise." 
"You said that before you lost consciousness," Joe said, looking away. 

"It was beautiful,” Steve whispered. 


"lll bet it was," Joe sighed, annoyed with the fact that he was so revealing. "Don't say that Steve; | almost lost 
you." 


"You didn't though-but I'm sorry Joe and so you know, | was never going to leave you. | don't want her, | 


changed for you. | didn't change for her," Steve interrupted. "But back to the lair, do all vampires ‘ave lairs?" 


"A lot of them do but not all," Joe replied, choosing to ignore any other comments as he usually did with 
subjects he didn't want to acknowledge. 


"You said we would go shop for a new place, will you ‘ave lair in it? Can you keep it dark if you do?" 


"| likely will this time and yes, we can keep it dark," Joe nodded. "But Steve, | want you to allow Vivian to start 


a bond with you that way if l'm unable to reach you, he can" 


"What?" Steve asked, shocked. "l-well if you think its best, then okay." 


He didn't move when Vivian walked up slowly and sat down on the bed. Joe let Steve go as Vivian gazed at him 
with such gentleness and urged Steve closer. He pressed his hands against the blankets and moved right into 
Viv's grasp. Unlike Joe, Viv didn't tease; he leaned forward and bit down as Steve gasped. He didn't take much 
from Steve, seeing as he needed all the blood he could get but he did take a little bit. He allowed Steve to do 
the same and let him lie against his shoulder for a moment. Finally he pulled back and allowed Joe to take hold 
again. Steve said nothing, nor did Joe. He merely held Steve against him and Steve accepted that. 


As promised, Joe sold off the mansion and decided on another with Steve's help in the decision making. Joe also 
got Steve a beautiful Belgian Tervuren dog Steve called Gibson, named after his favorite guitar. When the next 
sun set came, Steve tried to watch it but Joe pulled him away from the window. Steve's wounds were healing 
slowly due to the extensive damage and the fact that he wasn't feeding as much as he should. 

Steve sat in their new lair room with a glass of wine. He knew Joe was going to keep him on a tight leash, so 
to speak, for a while and he opted out of resisting Joe's advice. After all, Joe wasn't only his lover, he was his 
maker. 

"Joe?" Steve called 

Joe glanced up from his lyric book. "Hm?" 

"Will my scars heal?" he asked. 

Joe nodded. "Over time; the extent of the wounds were severe and because of that, itll take time." 

Steve sighed and stood. "Right." 

"Where are you going?" Joe asked, as he set his pen down and got up too. 

| want more wine; | wasn't leaving," Steve sighed "Do you not trust me?" 

Joe didn't miss him turn away. "I do trust you but | need to know your plans." 

"| don't have any," Steve replied. "I just want you to-" 


"You want me to what?" 


"Gods. | sound like a fool but | miss the way you looked at me before | had these scars. | know | don't look so 


good with these awful scars but-" 


"Stop there Steve," Joe interrupted. "You look fine." 


Joe moved up against Steve and wrapped his arms around him. Steve wasted no time in kissing him as Joe 


gladly returned the attention. Joe pulled back just slightly and smirked. 
"The closer we are, the stronger our bond and power is," Joe muttered against his lips. 
"Then let's stay close," Steve smirked. 


Joe chuckled and tackled Steve to the bed, before brushing his fingers through his hair. 


Warning Signals 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you to Augustine for checking over things and all your suggestions. If | missed anything, it's my fault 


and my fault only for being clumsy and missing a suggestion or correction 


| just want to remind everyone that the word ‘kine' means human or humans and the word kindred is another 


way to say vampires. 


Dave Mustaine's activity had picked up and Vivian wanted to speak to Coverdale about it. Vivian stalked around 
the darkness of David's sanctuary and glanced in the windows to see if his maker was there. He saw nothing, 
or not within view. David was another one who had a mansion. 

There was no way Viv would give up that easily so he jumped the fence and stalked around to the backyard. 
David..." 

Just as he called for his maker, David hissed from behind him, and fell to one knee. Vivian turned to find David 
with an injury to his neck. That usually meant he didn't have enough energy to heal himself. They were natural 
healers of their bodies so the fact that David couldn't heal said something. 

"David." 


"You called? Apologies,” David said "As you ‘ave no doubt noticed, | was a bit preoccupied" 


"You should ‘ave called me to assist you. It doesnt matter now, drink from me," Viv whispered, kneeling next to 


David. 

"Viv, | don't think-" 

"Just do it, for me, to ease me mind," Viv interrupted. 

Viv ran his nail along his neck and tilted his head slightly just to entice David Of course his maker took the 
bait and bit into his neck. Viv gasped and started to wonder if he made a mistake but he said nothing. Another 


gasp escaped his lips when David grabbed Viv's shoulders and jerked him closer. 


"David.." Viv called, softly. 


David wasn't hearing anything other than the rapid heartbeat. Technically vampires were undead, that was 
true. That being said, their blood still did circulate; therefore their hearts did beat and they did have a pulse, 
though at a slower rate. 

"David, stop," Viv whispered. 

He attempted to push David back, only for his adopted sire to jerk him forward once again. He could feel the 
weakness consuming him and struggled a bit more but once more he was jerked forward. The fourth time he 
was jerked roughly, he cried out softly. That seemed to break David from his trance and immediately he pulled 
back, shoving Vivian to the ground. He remained there, seeing as he felt too worn down to move now. 

"I told you it wasn't a good idea," David hissed. 

"You needed it," Viv said, softly. 

Viv turned away as David got up and seemed to step away from him, leaving him there on the ground. He 
turned his gaze toward the sky as he heard the footsteps returning and a pair of strong arms picked him up. 
He laid his head against David's shoulder and decided to just lay there. 

"Just rest Vivian," David soothed. 

Vivian took his advice and closed his eyes without any complaints. When he opened his eyes, he found himself in 
a bed. It wasn't David's mansion but he knew it belonged to David because the sheets had his scent all over 
them. 

"David?" Viv called, and sat up, holding his hand over his head. 

"Don't strain yourself Vivian," Sav said, softly. 


Viv furrowed his brows. "Sav, where are we?" 


"| don't know, some lair of David's. He fetched me and warned me of your state. | had to come," Sav said, 


softly. 
Viv frowned and held his head against his knees. "I feel horrible." 


"You're still lacking the required blood and the blood you ‘ave drank wasn't great quality so I'm not surprised,’ 
Sav sighed. 


"| did what | needed to do," Viv smiled, half-heartened. "Where is David? l'm glad you're ‘ere but there had to 


be a reason other than me that he brought you ‘ere." 


"He said it's not safe for us out there and this is a place we can hide without worrying about being found. He 


said they know you're weak right now and they know l'm relatively..new to this," Sav explained, as he settled 


next to Vivian. 

Viv thought over that answer and nodded as he wrapped an arm around Sav. Vivian had dozed off at some 
point but he didn't stay asleep for too long. He glanced to his side to find Sav fast asleep and turned to see 
David watching him. He slowly got up and stumbled a little bit but proceeded forward. 

"Come Vivian," Coverdale said. 

Viv followed David into another room and turned away when David offered his neck. David didn't seem to be in 
a mood for his resistance so he bit his wrist and force Viv to look at him. He forced his wrist against Viv's 
lips until he finally accepted the offer and drank from the wrist. When Coverdale pulled back, Viv licked his lips 
and sighed contently. 

| don't want to take too much," Viv said, quietly. 

"| fed so | could feed you, don't fret," David said. "Now...you called for me, what is it you needed?" 


Viv slowly closed his eyes, only to open them again. "Mustaine is making himself more known. Would you ‘ave 


any idea why? | know you said they wanted to attack a while ago but they took a back seat" 

"Course," Coverdale chuckled. "Ritchie Blackmore has become more active and Mustaine happens to stand behind 
him. We're all posing as humans in the music business, right? Well Ritchie is trying to take over the music 
business as well as the vampire world." 

"Oh gods..." Viv groaned. 

"You watch what's yours," Coverdale said, motioning toward the room. "Watch Joe and watch Steve." 


"Why would they-" 


"I told you not long ago, they ‘ave a taste for Steve," Coverdale said. "If they can't have him, they'll kill him. 


They've already tried as you saw." 
"No, you said Billy did but now you're saying they all do?" Viv frowned. 


"Well some of them do and they got Ritchie into the idea of him as well. Mustaine doesn't really care either 


way," Coverdale replied. 
"This is rubbish." Viv sighed. "Steve is their target then?" 


"Yes. Steve is Billy and Ritchie's target; Gar has a taste for Joe, but they all want a piece of you, which 
automatically makes Sav a target," Coverdale explained. "Why? They're angry and Mustaine hates it that you 


are still alive and survived his attack. You defied him and resisted his advances and his requests, which is why 
he bit you and had Marty turn you, right? Well his plan was for you to screw up as a vampire and get 
yourself killed. That didn't happen though; Joe recovered from their attack and so did Steve." 


Viv sighed and turned toward away. "It would ‘ave been better if we didn't survive though, is that what you're 
saying?" 


"No, I'm telling you how they're thinking. Stop jumping to conclusions Vivian, you've always done that and it's 
always been a pet peeve of mine," David answered, sternly. "You're so full of guilt Vivian, why?" 


"Everyone has their inner demons, l'm not an exception," Viv shrugged. 
| ‘spose so," Coverdale mused. 


"Where were you David? Where was your wound from?" Viv asked. "You ask me questions, am | not allowed to 


ask myself?" 
"No you're not," David replied, bluntly. 
"Then l'm not required to answer you," Viv said. 


"How about an answer for an answer, alright?" David smirked. "I was feeding. Unfortunately a new trend is 
vampires becoming vampire hunters. Now I'm still exploring this trend so don't ask me much about this right 
now as | don't know much about it but he sensed me around. You know the kind of weapons they have; hunters 
‘ave weapons toxic to us and he did shoot me with it. It slowed me down and gave him the advantage of biting 
me and even that wouldn't ‘ave stopped me if his hunter ‘pals’ didn't come. | managed to overthrow them but 
as you saw, | didn't get away without injury and not all of them were kine. Your turn to answer now, why so 


much guilt?" 


Viv mused over David's answer before he answered. "I was forced into this life and I'm fine with it. There is 
guilt for bringing Joe into it, knowing full well that Mustaine desired my death and those | adored. Now I've also 
brought Sav into it and Joe has brought Steve into this. It all leads back to me; I've caused this David. If | had 
kept my mouth shut instead of getting rebellious and shooting off my mouth, | wouldn't ‘ave pissed off a 
vampire. That was foolish of me to do, especially since | did it before | was a vampire." 


Viv hissed when David grabbed his chin. "Look at me and listen." 


David's jaw tightened and that usually meant he was tired of hearing Vivian's harsh judgment, even if it was on 


himself. Viv didn't bother trying to fight him off, it would do him no good. 


"You're mouthy Vivian, that has not changed and | imagine | probably wouldn't ‘ave taken you in if it were 
otherwise. Mustaine tried to kill you because he was embarrassed that you made an example out of him. Kine 


don't make examples out of kindred and as you mentioned, you were not a vampire at the time. So he 


attempted to kill you," David chuckled. "He only changed his mind because he got the bright idea that you'd 
fuck up in the vampire world and get yourself killed He didn't want you to ‘ave his blood so he had his buddy 
turn you love. | know this because before | stumbled upon you, | heard them joking about how you'd be dead 
before sunrise. They were not so lucky my darling. You were mine from that point and on. Now | vow to 


protect those dear to you as well. Now return to your lover and enough of your rubbish." 


A smirk crossed Viv's lips as David released him from the grip. Viv nodded and returned to the room where 
Sav slept comfortably, which automatically softened his expression David turned his gaze and silently decided 
he would keep the both of them here for the time being. 


Steve found himself comfortably in bed until the lighting in the room changed. Suddenly he screamed and 
thrashed until Joe grabbed his arms and pulled him into his arms. Steve struggled within Joe's grasp until he 
began to gain consciousness. Slowly his struggles ceased and his hitched breaths slowed down as he wrapped 


his arms Joe. 
‘It's not the sun love," Joe said, quietly. 
"| know that now," Steve whispered, clinging to Joe's shirt. "I can't shake these nightmares." 


‘Its to be expected," Joe replied. "You were almost killed by the sun, therefore you're still sensitive to light. | 
didn't even think about it when | switched on the lights; I'm sorry.’ 


Its not your fault," Steve said, softly. "Hey, Joe?" 
"Hmm?" 
"Would you be angry if | said | want a child someday soon and | knew who | wanted to carry it?" Steve asked. 


He heard Joe suck in a breath and he swore Joe would explode if he didn't clarify himself. He tightened his hold 


on Joe's shirt just to make sure Joe didn't pull away. 


"Don't get insecure on me, | dont want a double life or triple life, or whatever you types call it. | dont want 
another lover, another relationship, or another life with someone or anything like that. That being said, | just 
want someone who can be a mother figure in case something comes up with us and | ‘ave to take the child to 
her. | love you Joe, | want you, and | won't do it if you don't approve of it. I'd like to have a child someday 
though," Steve explained. 


Steve's words did seems to ease Joe's mind and he seemed to think it through a bit more at that point. Joe 
urged him to feed and he did so without putting up much of a fight. 


"IF | allow this, she's not your love; she's the child's mother, the caregiver, but not your lover, yes?" Joe 


clarified. 
"Mhm." 
"Very well then," Joe nodded. 


Steve pulled back with a gasp and closed his eyes before his licked his lips. Slowly, he opened his eyes and 


smiled slightly, only to receive a smile in return. 
"She'll never be my lover, Joe; itll always just be you," Steve said. 


Joe smirked in return and nodded, but said nothing. 


Undeniable Problems 
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Marked adult for some adult content. 


Steve gazed at the floor and lowered his brows as Joe watched him from afar with a cigarette. He passed his 
bottle behind him to Vivian and sighed softly. Sav stood next to Vivian, silently but refrained from saying 
anything at the moment. 


"His nightmares are bad and he refuses to ‘ave children until he gets this sorted out. | agree with his choice,” 


Joe said. 

"| do too but what about his choice to ‘ave children?" Viv replied 

"At first | was unsure but he assured me he wanted no lover and | told him as long as there was no other, | 
was fine with it. | know vampires do ‘ave second and third lives sometimes, | even mentioned it before the 
incident with Mustaine but | don't want it with him. At least not now," Joe explained. 

‘| understand and he agrees?" 

"Yes, he does," Joe nodded. 

"That's good," Viv replied. "As for his nightmares, ‘ave you tried anything for them?" 

"Not yet," Joe sighed. 

"You ‘ave some red wine, yes?" Viv asked. "Of course you do, stupid question. Toss some thyme in it and see 
how he reacts. Thyme is a muscle relaxer for humans but | find it relaxes us as well. He might find he sleeps 


better because of it and if not, I'll see what else | can come up with." 


Joe glanced at Vivian with a slight frown but finally nodded slowly and glanced back at where Steve was but 
found he had disappeared again. 


"God, why does he do that?" Joe grumbled. 
"Because he's a Brujah," Viv chuckled, as Sav also chuckled. "He's one of us." 


Joe approached the door and found Steve kneeling against the ground where he had started a small garden. 
Steve sighed as he slowly stood and made his way back toward Joe. 


‘lm hungry love," Steve said. "| don't want to be in light though." 

"There are dark corners and streets," Joe nodded. 

"Yes, we will accompany you," Viv nodded in agreement. 

Joe did take Steve out hunt and just as they said, they took him down dark corners and streets. Steve did 
attack whatever he could get a hold of and whatever he couldn't handle, Joe handled it. Sav and Vivian simply 
followed along in case any trouble decided to follow them. Steve was a bit weaker these days but he was 
gradually gaining his strength back. 

However, Steve started down one of the streets and as he did, car lights flashed on Steve jumped back and 
immediately grabbed onto Joe's shirt, causing him to pull himself in front of his lover. Now hypothetically that 
kind of light wouldn't have killed Steve, especially such a small amount of light, but Steve had grown a mad 
fear of light. Therefore any sign of light caused Steve to jump in fear. It was actually worrisome to Joe and 


even to Viv and Sav. 


"Ah so he is fearful of light?" Glen chuckled as he stepped out of the car. "Ey, Steve, remember the drinks we 
enjoyed? Did you enjoy your beach trip?" 


"Go to helll" Steve snapped. 


Glen smirked and flicked the lights as Steve cried out and grasped onto Viv's shirt this time. Sav frowned and 
shot Vivian a look, silently begging him to stop this chaos. 


"Please..please turn them off. just please," Steve cried 
"Break those damn things Joe," Vivian hissed without meaning to, holding Steve's arms. 
"| was going to," Joe growled. 


The headlights weren't technically hurting Steve, physically, but he was so scared of them that, mentally, they 


were hurting him. 


Joe darted for the car and swung at the light repeatedly until he broke each light, and even caused a few 
blood drops to fall from his own fists. Steve broke free of Viv's hold and ran from the car as Sav held up a 


finger in front of him and followed. 


"Hl kill you; you tried to take what was mine," Joe hissed, ignoring the cries that came from Glen's lips next as 


Viv stood by in case anything went wrong. 


Meanwhile, Steve turned down the darkest street he could find and stopped dead in his tracks when he came 
face to face with Mustaine. He swung and hit him across the face, surprising him. Mustaine only smirked and 
whistled, which seemed to be a signal for something because suddenly several car lights switched on. Steve 
cried out and backed up immediately, holding his hands over his face. Sav ran up at that point and grabbed his 
arm and pulled him down an alleyway. Sav would have continued except the fact that Marty had appeared in 
front of him and twisted his arm behind him. He hissed and swung his free hand to hit Marty with his face. He 
could tell Marty was shocked and why wouldn't he be? 


They all thought Sav was a pretty face and nothing more but they were in for a big surprise. Marty 
expressed that surprise too and Sav hit him again but when he swung for a third time, Marty caught his fist 
and twisted it, causing him to cry out painfully. It was Steve's turn to come to his defense and swing but the 
fight didn't last long because Gar, Jeff and Jimmy did showed up and grabbed Steve from behind. 

Viv, we ‘ave a problem’ 

voe just killed Glen, we've solved that problem. Is Steve still panicked? Is that it? 

‘They must be aware of that; they've forced us to accompany them’ 

‘What? Where are they faking you? Describe the location’ 

That was the last thing Sav subconsciously told Viv before he lost consciousness due to a blow to the head. 
Steve didn't lose consciousness right away; he fought against the group of men holding him but eventually he 
couldn't fight against the hits to the head. 

When he regained consciousness, he slowly opened his eyes and gasped as he looked at Sav and backed against 
the wall. He looked up and took in his surroundings before he turned his gaze back toward Sav, who was 
already awake. 

"Who are you?" Steve asked. 

"You mean you don't know?" Sav asked. 

"No," Steve replied. 


"Do you know who you are?" Sav asked. 


"I only know my name is Steve and that l'm a vampire," Steve replied. "| don't really remember anything else, 


how | became this and who made me this way." 
Shit! 


Steve had amnesia and he didn't remember anything at all. That was bad but they were also held by 


Mustaine's gang and Sav knew they would use this to their advantage. 

Billy walked in and gazed at Steve as he furrowed his brows. Sav groaned since he really didn't need anyone 
walking while Steve was confused as it was right now. Steve didn't seem to panic too much or glare but he did 
keep that same frown across his features. 

"Who are you?" Steve asked, 


"What?" Billy asked, raising his brows. 


| can't remember anything; | only know my name is Steve and I'm a vampire, who are you?" Steve repeated, 


growing frustrated. 

"Come with me, I'll explain everything," Billy smirked, as Steve nodded and stood up. 
"Steve, don't go with him, he'll lie," Sav said, quickly. 

Steve looked from Sav and Billy. "Is he telling the truth?" 

"He's part the reason you're in the state," Billy lied. 


Steve frowned and gasped when Billy grabbed his arm, and pulled him from the room. Sav jumped up but Gar 


stepped in his way and slammed the door, shielding Steve from seeing what went on in that room. 


"STOP! STOP! Why did you drag me out that way? What is he going to do to him? If he really is in the wrong, 


you won't hurt him," Steve said, frantically. 
"What? Why?" Billy asked. "And | pulled you out because he was getting to your head" 


"Because only the true monsters do that; it is a truly demonic thing to do to some if you want to de- 


humanize someone by raping them or beating them or making them feel defenseless," Steve answered. 
Fine, you're right," Billy called out. "Gar? Don't touch him, leave him be." 


Meanwhile, Gar had cursed when he heard Billy call out because he already had Sav bent over a nearby desk 
chair and he really wanted to go through with it. 


‘Vivian... 


Sav..tell me where you are’ 
HI try my best to let you feel where | am‘ 


Sav knew Viv was aware of what Gar was trying to do to him and when he shoved backward hard, Gar fell to 
the ground. Sav wasn't completely helpless but Gar was a stronger vampire than he was; there was no 


question so he did look around for something he could use for defense. 
"Do you think you can run?" Gar asked 
He could hear shuffling around him and he almost smirked at the thoughts roaming his head. He almost felt it 


was inappropriate considering what just almost happened to him but he knew Vivian was coming and he did 


have a temper when prompted. 
"Pretty feisty thing, aren't you?" Gar snickered. 
"Pretty stupid thing, aren't you?" Sav replied. 


Gar grabbed Sav by the ankles because that's all he could reach for but immediately he struggled. He didn't 
want to allow this to happen if he could at all help it. Gar threw a stronger hit but Sav was faster and he 
could move quicker than Gar. He was lucky he didn't have to fight for long because the door broke off the 
hinges and Vivian rushed in with Joe behind him. 


"Remove your hands," Viv warned in a darker tone than normal. 

That tone was a deadly tone and that proved to be true when he lunged at Gar and jerked him off Sav. Joe 
took a step back as Gar managed to get a gash across Viv's shoulder but Viv slashed several gashes over his 
chest, neck, and face. He revealed his fangs and Joe knew Gar wouldn't last after that, especially once Viv 
dipped his face down, only to pull back up with half of Gar's neck. Vivian had literally ripped out half of Gar's 
neck and then let it fall out of his mouth. He closed his eyes slowly and allowed himself to calm down a 
moment. 

"Vivian." Sav called, seemingly unaffected by what just happened. 


"Give him a minute," Joe said, softly. "Where is Steve though?" 


"Billy dragged him out," Sav answered, noticing Joe's frown. "Joe, he doesn't remember anything, he has 


amnesia. He only remembers his name and that he's one of us; he knows nothing else." 
"Oh god," Joe breathed. 


"I tried to talk to him and he did start to listen but thats when Billy dragged him out," Sav said, buttoning his 


pants. 
"Your pants..he didn't." Viv started. 
"No," Sav interrupted. "| fought him off. I'm smaller but faster and you came before he could try again" 


‘lm sorry you had to see that side of me but right now we ‘ave more pressing matters," Viv said. 
"Did | bring that out of you?" Sav asked. 


"Yes," Viv admitted. "Lovers have the ability of doing that, especially lovers that were turned by the one they 
love. Steve could bring that out of Joe too, it could go the other way too but its most common for those in 


our position" 


Vivian nodded and opened his eyes as he stood up, before he approached Sav. Viv checked over Sav himself and 
that seemed to bring him back to his calm demeanor but his worry seemed to be over Steve now and it 


showed. 


"Now Steve, we do need to find him. Who knows what Billy is feeling his head with? He is in a vulnerable 
position right now," Viv said. "He may not take to you right away Joe, he can't remember but perhaps try to 


connect with him through your connection” 


Joe only nodded and he did try that, and for that reason, he seemed silent for a long time. Finally Vivian 
suggested they leave that place and return to his place. 


Bad Leads to Worse 
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It had been three weeks since Steve left with Billy and despite Billy's initial intentions to have his way with 
Steve, he actually enjoyed Steve's company and wanted to spend time with him. 


Steve sat in the yard and sighed as Billy wrote on a piece of paper. They had been in this house, in the middle 
of nowhere, and Billy had been trying to convince Steve to sleep in the same room but he still refused. 


"Why do you insist on telling me nothing about my past?" Steve asked. "Or why | ‘ave a mad fear of light? Sure 
we're vampires but | seem to have a fear that is unusual compared to some of the others." 


"You're not ready," Billy replied. "And some vampires react different to light compared to others. 
"You keep saying that," Steve sighed 

"And its true," Billy replied 

"Well from what I'm told, | should know everything," Steve snapped 

"From what you're told? By whom?" Billy asked, looking up. 

"The man | speak to," Steve replied. "He says it's due to a connection, a bond! 

Billy frowned. "He's dangerous. 


"Be that as it may, he's right, | think," Steve replied, as he stood and stepped away from the patio chair, only 
for Billy to grab his arm. 


"He's trying to hurt you," Billy said. Steve had to admit he didn't think about this scenario. 
"Maybe but | want to talk to him and see for myself," Steve said, and tried to pull away. 


| can't allow it," Billy frowned. 


| wasn't asking your permission," Steve sighed. "Besides | already told him where | was. Did you think | would 
allow myself to stay in the unknown forever?" 


"YOU DID WHAT?" Billy yelled, ignoring his last comment. 

"Don't yell at me and you heard me," Steve replied, and tried to pull away again 

"Are you out of your mind?" Billy asked, and then kissed Steve as a last ditch effort to persuade him to listen 
"No, | think you are," Steve murmured, trying to pull away. "Let go of me, Billy." 

"Let him go," Joe hissed from a small distance. 

Billy cursed and released Steve. "He's going to lie to you Steve." 

Steve frowned and pulled away, rubbing his arm as he glanced back and from Joe and Billy. He wiped his lips as 
a sense of embarrassment washed over him. Joe could see he didn't recognize him so obviously his amnesia 


wasn't getting any better but he suspected it was because he wasn't in familiar settings. 


"Steve, | don't know what lies he's been filling your head with but I'm not going to do the same. Drink from me 
and you'll see the truth in my blood," Joe said, calmly. 


"What? Are you sure?" Steve asked. 


"Yes, drink from me, come," Joe said, holding his arms out. "| won't grab you, | won't take you and if you feel 


unsure you can step back." 

"Steve, don't..." 

Billy's pleas fell seemed to fall on deaf ears. Steve slowly proceeded toward Joe and as promised, he didn't 
touch him no matter how much he wanted to. Steve bit into Joe's neck and as he drank, all these memories 
seemed to flood his system and with a gasp, he pulled back. 

"Joe." Steve gasped. 


"Do you now remember?" Joe responded. 


"A lot of it, there's still things that are blurry but a lot of it," Steve replied and turned toward Billy. "And you.. 


you lied..you really think you could have fooled me?" 
"Steve-" 


Steve wasn't listening to anything he was saying though and he knew it. Almost like a speed of lightning, he 


jerked forward and grabbed Steve by the arm but he was unable to abduct him again. Joe released a low growl 
and slashed Billy with his nails so hard that it forced him to release Steve. He cried out and covered his face 
with his hands as Steve moved behind Joe. 


"He'll kill me," Steve whispered. 

"What?" Joe frowned. 

"I think if he can't ‘ave me, he won't let anyone else," Steve said. "I ‘ave to kill him but lim unable at this point" 
‘Killing is hard to digest anyway, especially when you're not fully able. If he tries right now, he'll ‘ave to kill me 
too; we're going," Joe replied, and then looked at Billy. "I'm only sparing your life because | consider his life more 
worthy than yours. Consider this your warning and fix your face." 

Joe had a feeling he was going to live to regret letting this man live but right now he needed to get Steve out 
of there and with that in mind, he did just that. He took Steve back to the mansion and rushed him into the 
bedroom where it was dark. Steve looked around the room and it seemed as if it were almost too much for 
him. He groaned and pulled his hands to his head. 

"| know | wanted to remember but | didn't want it to be painful," Steve grunted. "It's coming too fast" 

"Steve-" 

"Joe, | need to get out of this room," Steve interrupted. 

"Alright, we ‘ave another bedroom, let's go," Joe replied. 

Joe guided Steve into one of the other bedrooms and helped him into the bed He remained there for the rest 
of the night and the following day. He said nothing else until the next night when Vivian and Sav visited after 
receiving word that Joe got Steve back. Steve did eventually move back to the master bedroom with Joe. 


"So you remember me?" Viv asked. 


"Yes," Steve nodded. "| remember both of you..l remember everything now. l-Im sorry Sav, | didn't mean to go 


with him, | just-" 


"Steve, stop," Sav interrupted, shaking his head. "You had amnesia. You couldn't remember a damn thing, | can't 


blame you for a thing.” 
"How do you feel Steve?" Viv asked, 


| have a killer headache," Steve groaned. "Everything started coming back at once, it was too much. My mind 


couldn't take it..it was too painful really. | honestly don't know if this headache will ever go away and Joe 


refuses to let me go out now but I'm okay." 

"The brain is a complex organ, even nowadays doctors are still baffled by it and don't fully understand it. Aside 
from that, it is also one of the most delicate organs in the body. All of the information returning probably was 
too much for your mind to process at once," Sav explained 

"| think so," Steve nodded, groaning, "Pain killers do nothing for us. 

"Well they wouldn't, now would they?" Viv said, softly. 

"Well no but | was hoping something would work," Steve moaned 

"Just feed when you need to and don't overdo yourself," Viv replied. 

Steve nodded, "Joe said he would feed me but seriously Joe, | don't want to be locked up again" 

"| actually agree; you shouldn't lock him up Joe but | do think you need to conquer your fear, Steve," Viv said 
"Fine," Joe groaned. 


"I will try," Steve replied. 


Nothing else was said about it. 


They didn't even realize how much time passed but knew they needed to get this album done. Steve decided he 
needed to take a break and went out with one of the studio technicians to have a drink. He didn't intend on 
getting plastered with Dan, the technician but that's exactly what happened. He gazed at the ceiling and smirked 
lightly as he sat in his flat. 


"Hey, Steve, want another drink?" Dan, his drinking partner, asked. 

"Yeah, yeah, sure," Steve chuckled. 

Dan didn't know it was mixed with blood. He thought it was just regular alcohol and Steve let him think that. 
Steve grabbed the bottle before Dan could sip it and gave him a warning look. He didn't want to be responsible 
for any unfortunate consequences. 


"Get your own drink, arsehole," Steve snickered. 


He brought the bottle to his lips and watched Dan wander toward another bottle. That bottle was safe for 


human consumption so Steve didn't stop him. 
"lm tired," Steve grumbled. 
"Lazy," Dan slurred. 


Steve srickered and lied back on the couch before gazing at the ceiling. He didn't know when he passed out but 


it happened and he woke sometime later to find hands all over him 
"Wh-What's happening?" Steve asked. 

"Steve? Can you hear me?" Viv asked 

"Ye-yeah," Steve replied. "What's happening” 


"Dan panicked and called the medics, they pronounced you DOA and obviously being what you are, you would be 


pronounced dead." 
Steve groaned. "Yeah..where's Joe?" 


"Joe's not ‘ere Steve but I'll get him," Viv said, softly. "Your technician tried to help so don't hold it against him 


but | could sense something wrong." 
"You could?" Steve asked. 


"Yes, you remember when we bonded as well?" Viv asked, as Steve nodded. "Well now | can sense you. Joe went 


feeding, he'll be back to feed you." 
Steve moaned. "Just let me know when he gets here, will you?" 
"I will Steve but you should know the media caught wind of this and they are reporting you as dead," Viv said. 


Steve hissed something but said nothing else to the matter and when Joe got there, he took Steve back to the 
mansion and asked Vivian to take care of that flat. Steve did eventually lose consciousness and remained 


unconscious for quite some time. 


At some point, Steve regained consciousness and looked around the bedroom for Joe. He glanced at the clock 
and determined the sun had only gone down recently before turning his gaze toward the balcony. There, he 
saw Joe was standing and gazing below. Joe seemed to be in deep thought but Steve's soft moan caught Joe's 


attention and sent him walking back in. 


"Are you alright?" Joe asked. 


"Yeah, l'm tired and | don't feel well," Steve said. 

Joe sighed. "The alcohol you drank was bad quality and even that you could take but the blood in it was poor 
quality as well, plus it was poisoned with something dangerous to vampires. We suspect it was done purposely 
but we'll find out for sure. The media has reported you're dead and well..we left it at that" 

"So everyone thinks I'm dead?" 

"Yes," Joe confirmed. "It's best to leave it at that" 

"How will | play then?" Steve asked, and then frowned when Joe looked away. "You want me to quit the band?" 
| didn't say | wanted you to-" 

"But you insinuated it," Steve interrupted. "So that's it then, right? l'm out." 


"Steve, don't speak in that tone, you did this, not me. Cut the crap," Joe snapped. 


Steve looked surprised but nodded slowly. "You're right. | did do this but music is me life and if | can't do that, 


what can | do?" 

"Knock it off Stephen," Joe groaned. 

Steve slowly nodded and turned on his side. He royally screwed up and now he lost his band. 

Over the next few days, Steve refused to go out hunting so Joe would go out and feed for the both of them. 
He eventually got Steve's canine companion, Gibson, and brought him over. After it was set and done, Joe sat 
on the bed and held Steve to his neck. 


"You need to live Steve," Joe said, quietly. "At the end of the day, it's just you and me." 


Something in Joe's words prompted Steve to bite down and feed off his lover. Joe stroked his fingers through 
Steve's hair and enjoyed the desire he felt from Steve. He smirked as his lover continued to feed off of him. 


"I'l find something for you Steve; | won't leave you high and dry," Joe moaned. 

Steve finally pulled back and gasped. "Music related, right? You'll make sure it's music related, won't you?" 
"Of course," Joe nodded. 

"Don't you abandon me," Steve said, quietly. 


"Never love, never," Joe replied 


Steve nodded and accepted that answer as fact. 


Steve sat in the lair and sighed softly as he lay still after a night of feeding and killing. He was tired and Joe 
assumed lacking a little bit of motivation, seeing as he was seen as ‘dead’ now and the ‘job search’ wasn't 
moving along fast. 

"Steve?" Joe called 

"What am | going to do now, Joe?" Steve asked. "Music is all | know." 


"We'll figure it out, | told you that, but don't do anything stupid," Joe said. 


Steve glared. "I'm not plotting anything Joe. I'm just lost, dazed, and confused. | don't know what to do anymore 
and | feel as if I've made a mistake." 


"A mistake?" 

"| shouldn't have turned," Steve grumbled. "I should ‘ave just stayed human 

"If you did that, you'd actually be dead now," Joe pointed out. 

| guess but | mean-| don't know," Steve sighed, throwing his hands up. "All | know is I'm lost.” 
"Yes, | know," Joe nodded. 


Steve sighed once again and turned his gaze toward the ceiling. He said nothing else and Joe decided to refrain 


from saying anything as well. 


Joe knew a time would come when Steve would grow to resent him and unfortunately that time eventually did 


come. So he went to the only person he knew he could go to; his creator. 
"I knew he would grow resentment, | just didn't think it would be for this reason," Joe said, quietly. 


"Why does he resent you?" Vivian asked. 


"He thinks I'm the one who comes up with the decisions as far as the band goes. | do ‘ave a big part of it, that 
much is true but when it came to letting the world think he was dead, that was more managers, producers, 


and all those people. | told him that but he thinks | had a part in it too," Joe replied 

"Does he honestly think that or is saying these things out of anger?" Vivian asked. 

"| do believe it's out of anger but regardless, he's acting out so | told him he should ‘ave a child now. His fear 
of light is getting a little better and | suggested he find the woman he had in mind for his child and propose 
the idea of a child. He took that idea literally," Joe explained, but paused. 

| can't see this ending well," Viv groaned. 

"It didn't," Joe admitted. "Our resentment grew and so did our hostility so we ended it and he went looking for 
her. | grew hostile toward him and you know what, if he can act that way, so can |. | no longer ‘ave an 
obligation toward that ungrateful little shite." 

"Joe..." 


"No, it's over with, Vivian, and l'm moving on," Joe interrupted, before he turned and walked out of the room. 


Viv swirled the wine in his glass and sighed softly as he stared at the spot where Joe once stood. He pressed 
the glass to his lips and paused his movements. 


| can't see this ending well for either one of them," Sav said from the darkness. He had picked up on Viv's 


habit of hiding in the dark. 
‘| can't either love," Viv sighed against the glass. "I can't either." 


Neither of them said another word about their friends. 


It turned out they were right about Steve. He did find the girl he wanted to be the mother of his child and he 
did date her for a while but she had a change of heart about letting him see the child and left him after 
some tense fights. He lost touch with everyone after that and so did Joe, only keeping in touch when it came 
to the band sessions. Even when Vivian finally joined Def Leppard, Joe told him very little about his personal 
life. He really didn't have to though; Vivian could sense what was bothering him. 


Time Goes On 
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1992.. 


Steve sat in the empty flat and gazed at the fancy light fixtures hanging from the ceiling. It was actually quite 
modern for the nineties and Steve did love it but right now he wasn't that impressed. In fact, he was 
downright depressed. 


"You still found me," Steve said, bringing the bottle to his lips. "Even after | shut you out" 

"You're my childe; I'll always find you," Joe replied, quietly. 

"Ah," Steve snickered. "You'll be happy to know it ended between Shae and |; she had a change of heart after a 
few weeks of dating and decided she didn't want me to see the child although she didn't mind taking my money 
or my child. It is amusing ‘Ow the bitch decides to tell me only after the baby is born and threatens to expose 


me for what | am if | come for my child. | should ‘ave let her die in the street. Damn hag..” 


Steve didn't usually degrade women that way. He wasn't that kind of man but he was angry and she took his 


child from him after taking his money and threatened to expose his vampire nature. 


"You should ‘ave and it really sounds like a gold digger to me but | am sorry to hear that," Joe said. "I'll take 


care of the situation love." 


‘| would've thought you'd be happy," Steve snickered, not even registering what he said about taking care of 
the situation. 


"If you had told me during our fight, | might ‘ave laughed," Joe admitted. "Now that I'm calmed down and my 


anger is relieved, | truly am sorry." 


"Yeah well." Steve started but trailed off, before continuing. "I ‘spose | had it coming. | ‘ave to ask though, why 


are you 'ere?" 


"A few reasons but to check up on you love. | can feel your despair and your depression worsening, and | can 
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feel you're not strong at all, are you feeding?" Joe replied. "Are you working?" 


"Not much, | don't ‘ave much of an appetite," Steve admitted. "I ‘ave a job at the studio; it's not so bad since | 


don't ‘ave as much pressure." 
"Good, they took my recommendations. You don't get much of a choice things like food, love," Joe snickered, 


"You got me the job? Wonderful. | can't even get a job on my own. Gods my life keeps getting better and 
better, doesn't it? As for food, | did choose though," Steve replied, quickly. 


"Yes and look at the consequences," Joe shot back, choosing to ignore the sarcastic comments about the job. 
"What does it matter? | ‘ave nothing," Steve laughed, bitterly. 

"Steve..." 

"Are you dating?" Steve asked, changing the subject quickly. "I smell an unfamiliar smell on you." 

"| was here and there for a while," Joe admitted. "I stopped though; it didn't feel the same." 

"| see, well, |-" Steve paused in his words and frowned. 


He hissed and moaned as he closed his eyes for a moment. He heard Joe move closer and slowly opened his 


eyes with a small gasp. 

"Something's wrong," Steve said, suddenly. 

"With what?" Joe asked, quickly. 

"The baby she's keeping me from," Steve answered. "My baby." 

"The child, is it in danger?" Joe asked. 

"He..yeah he is," Steve whispered. "Joe." 

"Say no more, feed from me Steve and then you will use your subconscious to find your child” 


Steve slowly nodded and bit into Joe's neck as Joe's arms wrapped around his waist. He let Steve take what he 


needed and moaned when his younger lover finally pulled back. 


"Lead us to your child now," Joe ordered. 


"Right," Steve slowly nodded. 


Steve didn't move right away but eventually he got up and he led the both of them to a house where he said 
Shae lived. They entered the back way and immediately they saw the body of Shae, which meant Joe wouldn't 
have to take care of anything. He felt it was less trouble for him but now the question was where was the 


child? Who did this? 


A small cry caught Steve's ears and it sent him running up the stairs despite the fact that Shae's heart stil 
seemed to be beating, even if just barely. Joe pressed his fingers against her neck and felt a pulse but it was 
light. He would try to save her if she were still alive later but the child was more important than this woman 


right now. 

Meanwhile, Steve rushed into the child's nursery and stopped at the door when he saw a man holding his six 
month old son. He held up his hand slowly and gave him a warning looking before changing his expression to a 
pleading expression. 


"Don't..." Steve said, softly. 


"What are you going to do? You're at the mercy of my hands," the vampire chuckled. "You can't do anything 


and your vampire sire can't either." 
"Wrong again," Joe whispered from somewhere in the house. 


The vampire looked around and when he turned back around, Joe had lunged at him and grabbed him by the 
throat. Joe caught the falling baby and held the man by the throat against the wall 


"Steve, take your son and go; | want you to tell me where you go. I'll take care of this, | know you can take 


care of yourself but | refuse to make you do it," Joe ordered. "And you, | want your name, NOW!" 

"Of course," Steve nodded. 

"Eric; James hired me..." 

"The hunter," Joe breathed. 

Steve moved close and grabbed the baby from Joe's arm and rushed out of the room. Steve heard screams 
from the rooms as he heard sudden gunshots as he checked the kitchen again and saw Shae had finally 


stopped breathing. He supposed karma did finally get her but this was a cruel karma for sure. 


It was at least two hours later when Joe finally did contact Steve. Steve moved around his flat and looked 


around for Joe. He turned toward the direction he heard movement and saw Joe stumbling up to him. 


"Joe.." Steve breathed 


Steve immediately latched onto Joe and sunk to the ground with him. He guided Joe against his neck and tilted 
his head slightly to the right. Those familiar feelings of love returned to him just as quickly as he thought 
they left. 


"Drink from me Joe," Steve whispered. "Just this time, will you?" 


Joe didn't respond, he simply bit down and pulled Steve closer against his chest. He did pull back from Steve's 
neck and sighed contently as he continued to hold Steve against him. 


"| missed you," Steve whispered. 

| missed you too love," Joe admitted. "We'll go back to the way we were; | promise." 
"Right," Steve nodded. 

Joe asked. "Now ‘Ow is your son? Tell me the youngster's name, will you?" 


"His name is Luke Davis and he's okay, | can't say the same for his mum but you said something that got me 
curious. You said you knew | could do it but you refused to make me do it. What did you mean?" Steve asked. 


"Steve, you asked me once upon a time ago if we ever felt guilt from killing. | told you, yes, and | was telling 
you the truth. The same goes for killing in self-defense and killing other vampires. Even if you know they 
deserve it, there's a sense of guilt that tends to linger. You may forget the names but you never forget. One 
day, you will likely kill; | can't protect you from everything but this isn’t like the blood lust. | can protect you 
from it without you suffering too much as long as possible," Joe explained. 


Steve sighed. "Joe, I'll never get used to this; | think I'll always be ‘fresh’ like you guys always joke about" 


"Some vampires are, or are considered fresh for eternity and | do agree, | think you will be fresh for eternity 


too. It does happen but I'll do me best to help you," Joe replied. 
"Let's just stay together and damn it, let's go back to the mansion," Steve whispered. 
"Of course love," Joe nodded. 


Steve brushed Joe's hair from his face and smiled. It wasn't a forced or faked smile; it was a genuine smile. 


Days later... 


Viv brushed a hand through his hair, holding the sheet over his waist. Sav leaned over the bed and kissed Viv, 


before rushing out of the room. Vivian laid his head back against the wall before he turned his gaze toward 
the window. 


"Why do you always wait until he leaves?" Vivian asked. "He knows you come." 

"You're honest with him, aren't you?" Coverdale chuckled. 

"Yes, plus he can feel you there," Vivian chuckled in return. “What is it this time?" 

‘Mustaine made his move, he burnt your abandoned flat," Coverdale snickered. 

Viv cursed. "My favorite guitar was in there..its fine, | didn’t visit there that much." 

"Is there a reason you're stalling an attack?" Coverdale asked. 

"Joe and Steve. They're happy again and not to mention, Steve has a child. You know ‘Ow they work, they'll 
attack Steve because of his eternal innocence about this world and they'll attack his child to hurt him," Viv 
answered, bluntly. 

"That's admirable but if you continue this, their next attack could end disastrous," Coverdale said. 

Viv sighed and looked away, and pulled some sweats on before he stood up. He moved closer to the window, 
only to stop as someone broke through it and tackled him to the ground. He figured out pretty quickly that it 
was Mustaine's guy, Nick. 

"The only way you could get on me, yes?" Vivian snickered. 

Nick hissed and swung his hand at Vivian but he was jerked off before his hand could strike Vivian Coverdale 
shoved him against the wall and only then did he realize Vivian wasn't alone, which explained why he didn't 
struggle. If he had known that, he would have recalculated his actions because he knew how protective 
Coverdale was of Vivian and Sav now. Everyone knew. Coverdale would destroy anyone who touched Vivian, 
which begged the question of why their relationship wasn't more sexual than it was. 

"Mustaine must ‘ave sent you for a reason, what is it?" David hissed. 

"Just a warning, that's all. So you know, they'll go for Joe and Steve too," Nick said. 


Joe, be caretul' 


"Too late Viv, they already tried to attack us. We escaped but not without some injury. HI feed and then Hil return 
fo you’ 


Just come with Steve and Hl feed you 


Will do’ 
Vivian looked up at David. "Joe and Steve are coming; they did go after them." 
David glared but smirked. "You could be of use." 


Nick hissed something before he scratched at David, causing him to back off and jumped out the window. 
Vivian immediately approached David to check over his face, before he backed off. It didn't take long for Joe 
and Steve to arrive, and soon after, Sav returned too. Viv offered his neck to Joe and allowed him to feed as 
Steve sat in the living room. He glanced up when Coverdale approached him and sat down next to him and 
without a word, tilted his head. He could sense Steve was a little weakened by the attack too and he hadn't fed 
yet. 


"Are you sure?" Steve asked. 

"Yes," Coverdale replied. 

Steve looked up to see Joe enter and merely nod. He didn't realize Joe wanted him to do this for his protection 
Joe wanted the bond with Viv for Steve's protection and he wanted the bond with Coverdale for the same 
reason. Coverdale protected those he was close to; he protected Viv the most, but he protected Sav too, and 
he protected Joe as well. So Joe wanted that protection on Steve as well. 

Steve leaned forward and bit into David's neck without too much resistance. David's arms wrapped around him 
and held him in place before he pulled back and dug into Steve neck. Steve gasped and only then realized that 
David wanted a bond with him. David pulled away quickly and fed him a bit more before he ruffled his hair and 
walked away. He waited until David left the room and turned his gaze toward Joe. 

"Why are you doing everything possible to protect me?" Steve asked, softly. "Am | that useless?” 

"No," Joe said, quietly. 

"Then what is the deal? Did you really expect me not to notice what you were doing?" Steve asked. 

| knew you'd figure it out," Joe admitted. 

"Stop being so secretive," Steve growled. 

"Stop growling and maybe I'll consider your advice," Joe said. "I want the bond with Coverdale because of your 
eternal innocence of this life. Coverdale will hold protection over you if Viv or | cannot get to you. They will 
come for you Steve; Billy already wants you and he will enlist in help if he has to. You can defend yourself but 


if there's too many, you're outnumbered. You need as many allies and as much help as you can get so instead 
of thinking I'm plotting against you, why don't you consider the alternative?" 


"Joe, |=" 


"You what?" Joe interrupted and then responded sarcastically. "You thought | would fuck you over? Thank you 
Steve, that's lovely of you." 


‘I'm sorry alright?" Steve snapped. "You're always so secretive and although you ‘ave to admit, if | were that 


way, you'd assume the same. So don't make me out to be a bad guy." 

‘lm not doing anything, you're assuming things again," Joe said. 

Steve threw his hands up and sighed. "Fine, you're right, whatever. Just stop, | don't want to fight” 

"| don't either love but you need to stop being so paranoid, I'm trying to help you. | know l'm secretive, you're 
not wrong about that and I'm sorry but | really am trying to help you. I'm just a bit preoccupied. Mustaine is 
occupying my mind and the hunters are out. That does bother me; l'm preoccupied love," Joe explained. 

Steve sighed. "I'm sorry too but | never assumed you were plotting against me if that's what you thought. | 
just thought that you planned to keep secrets from me but l'm growing impatient. I'm preoccupied too; | ‘ave a 
child and | don't know what l'm going to do since this child's mother is dead and he has no caregiver now. | need 
help Joe, | need a caregiver." 

"| don't mean to intrude but where do you ‘ave the child now?" Viv asked, 


Steve turned his gaze. He had forgotten Viv was standing nearby. "Phil has him; his name is Luke Davis." 


Viv nodded. "Let me see what | can do for you guys. | make no promises but I'll try if you don't find something 


soon." 


Steve only nodded but he didn't say anything. 


Joe and Steve did eventually pick up Steve's son and then returned to their mansion. Meanwhile, Vivian 
remained in Coverdale's mansion, Sav had come back from feeding not long ago. He wrote in his journal but he 
was taking notes more than anything else. 

"Vivian?" Sav called, softly. 


Viv glanced up from his notebook. "Hm?" 


"I=" Sav started, but frowned. 


Viv's brows furrowed and immediately he dropped his pen the minute he saw his lover start to stumble. He 
darted for him and caught Sav before he hit the ground. Viv brought his wrist to his lips but David stopped 
him and shook his head. 

"You'll poison yourself," David said. 

"What?" 

"He's showing signs of poison," David frowned. "Allow me to bring back a body, hang tight 

Viv said nothing but he didn't get a chance to and when David did return with a victim, Viv forced Sav into an 
upright position. He winced when David cut Sav's wrist pulled out some tubing from under his cabinet but he 
knew he was only draining the poison from him. 

"You can't stall much longer," David commented. 

"| know," Vivian nodded. "We're outnumbered David" 

"Are you prepared to fight Vivian?" David asked. 


Viv hesitated before he answered. "Yes." 


"Are you sure? This won't be pretty, you know how brutal this can get. | will ask again. Are you prepared to 
fight?" David asked, sternly. 


"Yes," Viv answered, more confidently as he glanced as Sav. "I am prepared to fight." 


David nodded and pulled the tubing before he placed a kiss against Sav's wrist to heal him. They both looked at 
the drained human body on the ground and then looked at Sav. Viv turned his gaze toward David only to 
receive a reassuring nod. David took the tubing and the deceased body and disappeared from sight as Viv pulled 
Sav's body against his chest. 


"Just stay with me for now on," Viv whispered. 
His fingers caressed through Sav's curls while his free hand wrapped around his waist. It was probably one of 
the few times he openly allowed his love to display this way but he felt safe on David's property. He pressed 


his lips against Sav's forehead and sighed softly. 


Sav's eyes did finally open and when they did, he was still on the floor and he was still in Vivian's arms. He 


glanced up to see the sun was about to rise but Viv didn’t look as if he was going to move anytime soon. 


"You're going to get yourself killed," Sav commented. 


"If it keeps you from losing your life, then so be it. If you're too weak to move, then | will stay to keep you 
from getting injured," Viv replied 


| can't imagine David would allow this," Sav said. 
"He refused to move so | stayed with him," David said from somewhere behind. 


Viv hissed as the sun did start to rise and it showed on his skin. He closed his eyes slowly and frowned slightly 
as he hissed again. Sav pulled from his grasp and pulled Viv away from the glass door. 


"You're out of your mind," Sav frowned. 

"l'm a vampire," Viv replied. 

"But you're beyond words, are you sure you're not malkavian?" 

"I'm sure," Viv replied, as if he took Sav's question seriously. "But if you won't move, neither will |" 
Sav looked at David. "He is brujah, right?" 

"Yes, he is," David nodded. "He's just a bit out of his mind." 

"You don't say," Sav replied, raising a brow. 


Vivian did finally move into the darkness completely and eventually he followed David into his darkest room. 


Taking Too Long Equals Consequences 
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Vivian's eyes opened not long after the sun set. He didn't usually get too crazy but last night he recalled 
following David into his room, drinking with him and Sav, and ending up in bed with the both of them. 


"Did you-" 


"No | didn't fuck you Viv because | knew you would grow to resent me if | did. | did fuck him though and so did 


you," David whispered. "Now come, darling." 

Viv turned his gaze toward Sav and furrowed his brows before laying a gentle kiss against his head. He didn't 
know why he felt a sense of possessiveness suddenly, he knew where Sav's heart lied but the fact that 
another man touched him irked Viv. It wasn't even the fact that Sav had sex, it was that he had sex with a 
guy and not just any guy but David, Viv's sire. 

"Vivian..." 


"Yes, I'm coming," Viv said, quietly. 


Viv pulled the blankets off and pulled his jeans on before he joined David in the lounge. He took the glass David 
offered him and sipped the wine with a sigh. 


"Stop resenting me. Had | known you were going to, | wouldn't ‘ave touched him," David said, quietly. 
"| don't-" 


"Don't lie to me Vivian. You are good with trickery. You're almost too good but you can't fool me with what 
you feel," David interrupted. 


"He's mine," Viv said, quietly. "I just felt a sense of jealously there." 


"He is yours and that shall always remain, | ‘ave no intentions of taking him. There is no need to feel jealousy 


for something that won't happen again since you obviously can't take it," David replied. 


Viv hissed something and set the glass down but before he could step away, David grabbed his wrist. David 


could see Viv hated being in this position and hated feeling that insecurity. 
lm not taking him from you," David said, sternly. 
"You ‘ave this charisma that charms-" Viv started. 


"Not with him, darling, it doesn't work with him," David interrupted. "He has this unbreakable love for you and 


you know it" 

Viv sighed and nodded but said nothing when David finally pinned him against the wall. His eyes lifted to meet 
David's gaze and their lips connected in one quick movement. Viv moaned and pushed David back, quickly, almost 
as if he felt the need to regain control of himself. 

"Your office.." Viv whispered. 


"Yes, let's go," David nodded. 


Viv nodded and allowed David to lead them to the office. He felt it was rude to lead to an office that wasn't his 
and that wasn't all; it was rude to take charge in a home that wasn't his. He walked into the office and groaned 
softly when he heard the door shut and placed his hands on the desk. He closed his eyes when David stepped 
up behind him and bit his shoulder. Vivian hissed but did nothing to stop him as his sire drank from him but 
immediately stopped. 


"You will never let me ‘ave you, why do you tease me?" David asked. 
"l enjoy your reaction, | am good with trickery as you say and it just burns you," Viv chuckled. 
"You like to watch me burn, do you?" David asked. 


"Well | used to, especially when we were giving each other the silent treatment. However, not so much 


anymore which is why | stopped teasing so much," he admitted. 

He felt David's arm wrap around his waist but instead of allowing it, he turned quickly and kissed David. As 
suspected, David accepted the bait and used his free hand to unfasten Vivian's jeans before pushing them 
down. Viv did resist a little bit but David was in no mood for his teasing. 


"Viv, why do you think l'll hurt you?" David muttered against his lips. 


"| don't," Viv muttered back. "I just don't take it that way Davie..ha Davie..Gods | don't know about that 


nickname" 


"Neither do |," David smirked, as he finally pulled away from his lips for a minute. "But have you ever heard 


change is good?" 


"|-" Viv paused when David began stroking his growing erection. "It will hurt me David." 
"Vivian-" 


"No, I'm serious, it will," Viv interrupted. "Use your fingers and feel me out and tell me I'm wrong, I'm giving 


you permission." 


David raised his brows and slowly shifted his hand underneath Vivian's weight and groaned when he felt his 


ass. He ran his finger along the crack of Vivian's ass and closed his eyes. 

"Your heart beat is picking up speed darlin," David whispered. 

"This really does make me tense,” Viv replied. 

David only nodded but it didn't stop him from continuing his motions. He pushed his finger in, causing Vivian to 
jump and gasp sharply. David frowned and grabbed him to keep him still as he added a second finger. That 
caused Vivian to hiss and struggle. He was so tight that David almost couldn't get his second finger in without 
making Vivian whimper, which was something he never thought he'd hear. 


"Ok, stop, just stop now," Viv said, quickly. 


"Vivian, you're so narrowed, even for a virgin," David frowned, and obeyed the request to pull his fingers from 


Vivian's body. 
"| know," Viv breathed. 


"I think | understand now and because of that, | will never take you but | will never allow another to take you 


either. It would just break your body," David said. 
Viv nodded. "| don't doubt that." 


David kissed him and pulled his jeans back up again before he felt Vivian's arms wrap around his neck. 


Meanwhile, Steve gazed at the ceiling and yawned as his child lay in his arms. He stayed up throughout the 
night to stay with the baby and Joe stayed with him. Although Joe did doze a little bit, he did stay awake 
most of the time. 


‘| love my son, Joe,” Steve said, softly. "| do desperately need a caregiver though." 


"| agree," Joe replied, quietly. 
‘| need to feed too," Steve said. "But | can't right now." 


"Steve, l'm going to go out and feed so | can feed you and then I'm going to see about a caregiver. However, if 


you wish for me to stay-" 

"No, go," Steve interrupted. "I'm hungry, really hungry." 

Joe nodded and stepped out of the room as Steve sat there with the baby in his arms. Steve's eyes slowly 
closed and only opened them a few hours later when he felt that sense of dread again. He glanced around him 
but saw nothing out of the ordinary. 

"Joe." Steve whispered. 

Vivian, find him..find Joe... 

tm already on it Steve, | felt it foo. 

Steve pulled the baby against his chest and placed the baby into the crib. He was becoming anxious because he 
couldn't feel Joe anymore and that worried him. Steve hurried down the stairs and nearly ran into David 
Coverdale as his brows furrowed. 

"David, what are you doing ‘ere?" Steve asked. 


"Making sure you don't make a foolish decision," David replied. 


"| wasn't going to leave, my son is ‘ere," Steve frowned. "But Joe is out there somewhere and | can't feel him 


anymore. | needed to do something to find out where-" 


"He was attacked," David interrupted. "Vivian did find him and he is feeding him. | don't know all the details but 
Sav is with him and they're keeping quiet right now. My job is to remain ‘ere with you." 


"Joe's strong. How?" Steve whispered, glancing down 
"Even the strong can be attacked Steve, especially when they're outnumbered," David said. 


Steve shook his head just barely and covered his mouth with his hand. He felt fear but it was more of the 


kind that you would feel if you thought you were going to lose someone. 
"Is he going to die?" Steve asked, whispering. 


"Not if we can help it but we truly don't know," David answered, honestly. 


Steve did appreciate the honesty, he didn't need any false hope if there was no chance for any but now he felt 
lost. He started to back up, shaking his head and he would have tripped over the stairs but David caught him. 


"Steve, calm down," David said. 

"You're telling me you don't know if he's going to die and then you tell me to calm down," Steve replied. "It 
doesn't work that way. He went out for me; he went out to feed for me and to see about a caregiver for me. 
Its always for me, am | to always be the center of the problem?" 

"Stop this nonsense now, am | clear?" David said, sternly. 

"Y-yes," Steve replied, stumbling over his words. 

"You are to never lose hope ever, he is your sire and your desire. Keep hope, am | clear?" David said. 

"Yeah," Steve whispered. "| want to see my mother.” 

"What?" David questioned, startled but the randomness of his reply. 

"I know Joe said | would never be able to see my family again but she could be a caregiver, | just-" 

"Steve-" David begin to interrupt. 

"Please David," Steve also interrupted. "I will make her swear to never tell my father. At least let me see my 
old home, maybe | won't tell her but | just need to get my mind off this. If | see my old room, | can see and 
remember old times and just think of something else." 

David gazed at Steve and in that moment, he almost felt as if Steve wouldn't be able to take the answer no. 
This life might not have been the best choice for him and while it was too late for that, they would have to 
consider their options if Joe died. 

"Go," David whispered. "I will watch your child but don't abandon him." 

"| would never," Steve frowned. 

David released him and watched him walk out the door as he mused over the situation. He truly did hope Joe 
would make it through because he didn't want to think about any other options when it came to Steve. He knew 
how he sounded; he sounded like a cold-blooded bastard with no heart. However, the fact was he was not that 
at all. He was the man who had to make the tough choices because nobody else would. Nobody else had the 
guts to do that, so he was left to do the dirty and sometimes the impossible work. He was the one there for 


everyone, he was the one there to protect those he loved and he was there to deliver the good and the bad 


news. Nobody else did it for him, nobody else was there for him except for Vivian and he knew it was a smart 


choice to adopt Vivian into his bloodline when he did it. David had to be the tough one though; he knew it, 
Vivian knew it, and Sav had learned it. They all learned to appreciate it too. 


Steve didn't make it back before sunrise so he hid in his old bedroom and pressed his hand on the ground. He 
hissed when the sun shined in the window and caused him to swing his hand back and him to hit his old 
dresser drawer and knock an old picture frame off. He pulled the cloak further over his head and body as the 


door swung up and he heard a gasp. 

"Who are you?" the woman asked. "I am calling the bobbies." 

"Mum..." Steve whispered, tiredly. 

He couldn't let her call the coppers which was the only reason he called her name. He pressed his hand down 
and once again, the sun caused burn marks which caused him to swing back again and hiss. Obviously he wasn't 
thinking very clearly at the moment. 


"Stephen, is that you?" Barbara, Steve's mother asked as her voice cracked. 


Steve only glanced up to show that it was indeed him. She rushed across the room and kneeled down next to 


him before pulling him in her arms. He could feel her tears in his hair and he just let her cry for a moment. 
"Where ‘ave you been Stephen? We've missed you. | mean you died, we had your funeral," Barbara cried. 
"You wouldn't believe me if | told you," Steve mumbled. 


"Steve, | can see something is off with you. | saw burns when you got in the sun. What is going on?" Barbara 


replied, wiping her tears. 


First off, you can't tell anyone l'm alive mum. | wasn't even supposed to get caught ‘ere but | couldn't ‘ave 
you call the coppers and | don't ‘ave the energy to outrun the sun right now. You can't tell dad, you call tell 


me brothers as horrible as it is, you can't tell anyone. Promise me mum," Steve sighed. 


"You dad and | divorced anyway honey, we don't talk much," She said, sighing as Steve expressed shock over 
that. "| do promise | won't tell though." 


Steve explained the whole situation to her; he explained the vampires, he explained the ‘death’, the vampire 
hunters and even the feuds between the vampires. He even showed her his fangs and pressed his hands in the 
sun to prove it to her. He told her about the sun but that it wasn't like the movies and even mentioned his 
son and how that came about. He even talked about Vivian, Sav, David, and Joe, and his condition and how he 


was in serious condition. She was completely and utterly shocked but swore her secrecy to protect her son 


"Honey, you're tired, you get some rest and when sunset comes, you can go," Barbara said 
"Are you sure?" Steve asked 

Barbara nodded. "Yes: 

Steve nodded and closed his eyes slowly. She refused to leave him alone the whole time he slept even though 
she knew he was a grown adult. She had really missed him though and fo find out that her son was alive just 


came as a shock to her. The fact that he wasn't human was a bit to take in but it really didn't bother her 


because it saved Steve from death. 


Sunset did finally come and Steve woke not long after. He woke up hungry and he woke up to noise downstairs. 


He backed away from the door and frowned when his mother walked in. 

"Hi honey, | know you have to go and | know itll be awhile before | see you again but | just want to give you 
one more kiss before you do. Your brother Bradley is ‘ere so you should hurry," She said as she kissed his 
cheek. 

"Okay, | love you mum," he whispered. 


‘| love you too baby," She replied, softly. 


Steve opened the window and crawled out and within seconds, he was gone. She managed to keep tears from 


falling but she really did miss her eldest son very much. 


An hour later, Steve did rush back in the mansion but he found it silent. He rushed to Luke's nursery but the 
baby wasn't there and David was nowhere to be found. 


‘Why are you not ‘ere David? 
‘You never came back Steve, | took the child and returned to my territory when Vivian called for me.' 


1 lost track of time and then got caught by me mum; | had to improvise. Are you bringing Luke back or should | go 
there? | already went out feeding so | don't need fo go out again’ 


Steve, listen, Joe's state is fatal He's not going to wake right away, Ive found a caregiver for you but | think you 
should come ‘ere for now. Bring a few things for you and the baby.’ 


Steve felt as if a part of him died when David told him that because he felt as if David was basically telling 


him Joe was dying. He blinked to keep tears from rolling down his face and packed a few things before he made 
it to David's mansion 


"Steve..firstly, your son is upstairs in the guest bedroom. | took the liberty of setting him up there. Secondly, 
Joe is set up in the third bedroom to the left, upstairs. | used to use that room for Vivian when he stayed 
‘ere or when he was injured," David said. 

Steve slowly nodded and chose to check on his son first since he did want to see Luke. Then he made his way 
to the room Joe was in and he almost couldn't take it when he saw him. Joe wasn't healed fully and his body 
wasn't healing him properly. Steve approached the bed and kneeled next to him before he closed his eyes and 


rested his head against his hand. He knew Vivian and Sav were there; Viv did like to hide in the dark and Sav 
had taken to that too. 


"If he dies, you know | won't be far behind him," Steve whispered. 
"I know," Vivian replied, softly. 


Its selfish really, especially considering | ‘ave a child but..| can't deal-not without him. l'm not far behind him 
whatever happens," Steve said. 


"| understand Steve, | get it," Viv sighed 
"Don't assume the worst yet," Sav said, eventually. 


Steve only nodded and sighed as he closed his eyes. He didn't say anything but the pain Vivian felt from him 
said it all. 


A Glimmer of Hope 
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Steve saw Joe several times during the night before finally returning to the mansion. He had heard Vivian and 
David talking about how Joe shouldn't have been out alone. He suddenly felt a sense of dread and convinced 
himself Joe was going to die eventually. He blamed himself for it all and even apologized to Vivian before 
shutting himself out completely. The sun was about to come out but he couldn't care for himself properly and 
he knew he wouldn't survive much longer so he went to the only person he knew he could. He brushed past 


the table, causing a vase the break and stopped dead in his tracks. 


Barbara stepped downstairs to see her son once again, hiding beneath a black cloak. She saw small fingers 
moving underneath the cloak as well and softened her expression. 


"Steve, your brothers are ‘ere," Barbara said 

Steve shook his head and backed up immediately. "Then | need to leave" 
'Steve.." 

"No, nobody can know," he whispered 

"Hts almost light out," she said, worriedly. 

"Hl take the chance," he whispered. 

"Steve, don't go out, you'll die," Paul said from the stairs. 

Steve glanced toward the stairs. "Paul." 


Paul darted down the stairs and hugged Steve before noticing he was holding a baby. Steve was the eldest 


child, Paul was the middle child and Bradley was the youngest of Barbara and Michael Clark. 

"| missed you, Steve," Paul said. 

‘| missed you too but how did you know.." Steve started but stopped. "You're not normal, something's wrong." 
"What? What are you talking about?" Barbara asked, worriedly. 

"He's right, mum," Paul said, looking down. "I know about vampires and all of that. That's how | knew he was one 
and thats how | knew it could kill him if he goes out. My senses are heightened, I'm not a vampire but I'm a 
thrall." 

"What is a thrall? Stevie, what is a thrall?" Barbara asked, worriedly. 

"Whe-When a vampire gives a human a little bit of his or her blood, that can give them a little bit of power 
such as healing, heightened senses as Paul mentioned, things that that. They can also use their control over 
them and they can make them crave them and lust after the blood. It doesn't turn them into a vampire but it 
makes them a.slave in a sense..a thrall,” Steve explained. 

"Oh my god," Barbara gasped. 

"Who did this to you, Paul?" Steve asked. 

Paul sighed and looked away. "A man..he called himself Billy." 

"No no no," Steve said, shaking his head. 


"What?" Paul asked. 


"He's attacked me before. Gods, this is my fault. Where is Bradley, does he know about all of this?" Steve 


asked, as his son started to cry. 
"Bradley does know, he helped me keep it quiet," Paul said, softly. "He doesn't know you're alive yet though." 
"| do now," Bradley said. 


Steve looked up and he could see tears in Bradley's eyes. Bradley rushed up to Steve and hugged him gently 
before gazing down at the baby. Steve finally explained why he was there and how they weren't sure if Joe 
was going to survive. He introduced them to their nephew and Barbara to her grandson before allowing her to 
hold him. He confirmed what they already knew: that he was a vampire and made them swear not to tell their 
father. He suddenly jerked away and they turned and realized the sun had peeked in the window. Immediately 
Bradley rushed around the house and closed the curtains to protect Steve from the sun Luckily Steve's 


brothers were a lot more understanding and sensitive to Steve's feelings unlike his father. 


Steve, where are you? Please dont do anything stupid | know Joe's condition is hurting you but | need for you to 
stay strong’ 


1 will try Viv and | dont know if David told you but my mum knows about my state and it turns out my brother 
is a thrall Both my brothers know about this whole world and they know about me too now. Im at my mum's 
house right now. | just need something comforting, | needed my mum and my brothers were a bonus. | know its a 
bad idea fo involve family but it turns out the brothers already knew about this world anyway. | didn’t disobey you 
guys to make things hard when | told them.’ 

1 know Steve but seeing as your brother is a thrall, they knew anyway and it would ‘ave gotten them killed if you 
didn't tell them more anyway. h a sense ifs good you got them involved with you; do you know who involved your 
brother” 

He says it was Billy; | think its rather odd that | was attacked by a man named Billy, dont you think” 


1 say youre right; just hang tight Steve and we'll meet up after sunset where ever youd like. Stay strong Steve, I 
know its hard but stay strong love.’ 


Steve slowly looked down and sighed softly as Barbara called his name, which caused him to look up. 


‘Sorry mum, Viv was trying to comfort me," Steve said. "He's Joe's sire; you know, his creator so he's always 


near him." 
"What?" She asked, confused. 


"Vampires ‘ave telepathic powers mum," Paul said. "They can speak telepathically if they drank from each 


other." 
"Oh | see, | was confused for a moment," She nodded. 
"Hey Steve, who made you a vampire?" Bradley asked. 


"Joe Elliott did," Steve answered, softly. "Don't be harsh on him, | gave him my consent. | will admit, it wasn't 


what | thought though but | did learn the ways and got used to it." 
"You love him, don't you?" Bradley asked, softly. 
"Yeah," Steve whispered. "And now, they don't even know if he'll make it” 


Steve said nothing else, instead, he went upstairs and decided to get a little sleep while his mother and 


brothers got acquainted with their new family member. 


Steve woke up an hour after sunset and sighed softly. He stared at the ceiling for a minute until he heard 
Vivian tried to contact him. His eyes closed and then opened once again with another sigh. 


tm afraid to leave my family; Im afraid they'll come for them Vivian‘ 
‘Well protect them Steve, | promise you that. Where are you? 


Steve stopped stalling and finally told Vivian where he was although he was hesitant about doing that. He knew 


Viv and Sav would come for him and he knew they would take him back. 


Meanwhile, Barbara heard a knock at the door and opened the door to see Vivian and Sav standing there. She 
smiled softly and invited them in because she knew they needed to be invited in with her. 


"lm sorry to invade your lovely home Mrs. Clark but Steve told me where he was and | really do need to 


speak with him. As you probably ‘ave noticed, he is down about Joe," Viv explained. 

"Unfortunately yes, | ‘ave noticed My poor boy," She sighed. "Do you think the poor lad will make it?" 
"I truly am doing everything in my power to make sure he does," Viv said. 

Sav glanced around the room until his eyes landed on Paul. "You're the thrall, | can smell it" 

"Yeah," Paul sighed. "Sue me, | made a mistake." 


‘lm not judging you, I'm just stating," Sav said. "Don't worry about it; Billy can be quite deceiving. I'm sorry to 
just come out and say it that way; my instincts sometimes lead me to say things outright." 


"Yeah, he can and don't apologize," Paul nodded. 
"Anyway, if you don't mind-" Viv sighed. 
‘Oh yes, yes, it's upstairs and the last room to your left, Vivian," Barbara said. 


Vivian nodded and helped himself upstairs as Sav followed him. When he reached the bedroom, Steve was stil 
lying in bed, gazing at the ceiling. 


"Is he still in the same condition?" Steve asked. 


"How about a trade for a trade? I'll answer your question if you feed from me, deal?" Viv replied. 


Steve looked at him with a frown but nodded. Steve sat up as Vivian kneeled next him and tilted his head. Steve 
dug his fangs into Viv's neck and fed off him. He did pull back fairly quickly though and wrapped his arms 
around himself. 

"He's finally taking the blood in," Viv finally answered the question. 

Steve slowly looked at Viv. "Really?" 


"Yes, he's taking it in and some of his wounds are healing finally. Now he still hasn't woken up but things are 
looking up," Viv said. 


Steve smiled slightly for the first time since Joe got injured. "So he could really survive then, right?" 


"Yes, he could and | never said he was going to die, you just took it that way. | said it was a possibility, sure, 
but | didn't say it was a sure thing," Viv said. 


"What was | ‘spose to think? Besides | felt just awful since this whole was my fault to begin with," Steve 


sighed "He went out because of me and he was attacked by lord knows how many" 

"Over ten," Viv answered the unasked question 

"Gods," Steve sighed 

‘Its not your fault Steve; he knew of the dangers yet he chose to go out alone. | warned him of the growing 
dangers, | told him but he didn't listen. Now I'm not blaming him but l'm saying it's not your fault either,” Viv 


said. "Now enough of this rubbish." 


Steve sighed and nodded but he chose not to argue because nobody could outdo Vivian in an argument. Steve 


lowered his gaze but rose it immediately and looked at Viv immediately. 
"| feel him," Steve whispered. 
"| do too but it's faint, what do you feel?" Viv asked. 


"He's desperate for something but he doesn't ‘ave enough energy. He's not awake; he's..l can't detect it," Steve 
said. 


"He's getting better but he's not well enough to sort his feelings," Viv said. "He might need more blood, I'l 
inform David. We should get going though." 


"But my family, | fear...” 


"ll set up protection and we won't leave until it gets ‘ere," Viv said 


Steve slowly nodded and they waited for the reinforcement to arrive. Steve explained for they were to his 


family and introduced everyone before he took his leave and allowed the baby to stay with his mother. 
"Please don't stay gone so long next time Stevie," Barbara said 

‘| won't mum, | promise and | won't just drop my son off and abandon him," Steve replied 

"Okay baby," Barbara nodded 


With that, Steve did take his leave. 


Fast Acting Courses 
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Steve remained with Joe whenever he could and even fed him under Vivian's watchful eye. He would go out to 
feed with David when it was needed and he visited his family and son as often as he could. He couldn't stay 
away from Joe for too long though, especially now that his wounds were finally healing. 


Stevie.’ 


Steve heard the voice but he wasn't fully awake to respond to the voice in his head. He felt pressure tighten 
around his hand and moaned softly as he opened his eyes slowly. 


cine 
"Yes, love? Are you okay?" Joe moaned. 

"Me? I'm fine, what about you?" 

tm fine, Im just tred and | haven't reganed my strength so were going to talk telepathically instead for now: 
Whatever is easier for you, ube, Im just so sorry you went through this all for me’ 

Don't you dare blame yourself, you know better than that and I knew better too: 

Vivian said the same thing’ 

He was right so stop blaming yourself" 


Steve sighed and nodded as he remained there next to Joe for the rest of the night. Viv, Sav, and David 
checked on him through the night but they allowed Steve to have his time with Joe. 


Joe didn't heal up right away; in fact, it took some time for him to heal up but eventually he got bored of 
being in bed. So he got out of bed and he went feeding with Vivian leading him, Sav, and Steve. After a few 
feeds on his own, Steve did finally take him back to his mother's home once he explained the whole situation 
Barbara opened the door with a smile. "Stevie, you came back." 


"I told you | would," Steve replied with a smile. 


"I know but you types are busy so | wasn't sure how you would be able to. Enough of that though, | see 


you're awake Joe, ‘Ow are you son?" 


"m better these days, Mrs. Clark. I'm glad to say | can feed on my own now and | don't need to feed off your 


son anymore." 


‘lm glad to hear that, Joe, he was terribly upset by your condition. | was not too thrilled myself because | 


couldn't do anymore for him or you.” 


"Well | appreciate the concern Mrs. Clark but you certainly don't need to worry anymore.” Joe bowed as he 


spoke. 


Paul stepped down the stairs but he appeared to be withdrawing or something along those lines. He smiled 
slightly and hugged Steve but pulled away quickly as he groaned in pain 


"Are you alright?" Steve didn't even need to ask, he knew the answer. 
‘lm trying to ween off his blood. You know your mate Sav was right; Billy can be deceiving and he tricked me. | 
don't want to be associated with someone who tricked you or someone who did you guys wrong," Paul hissed 


the answer, although he didn't mean to. "It's like a drug though." 


Joe glanced up at Paul with a slight sigh. "Unfortunately, it is, yes. | will do what | can to help you and | know 


Steve will but you must stay away from him." 

"How can you help me?" 

Joe clicked his tongue over the roof of his mouth. "Replace it with something else." 
"What?" The confusion was clear on Paul's face. 

"Find a new addiction" 


Steve frowned at the suggestion. "Joe..." 


"Don't mistake my words, I'm not telling you to develop another addiction; l'm telling you to aid your old 


addiction with something that is more appropriate for you, or perhaps, more healthy.” 
'Like what?" 

"That's for you to decide but don't use blood” 

Steve held out a pack of cigs. "Maybe cigs?" 

Barbara expressed displeasure with that option "Stephen Clark, that's not healthy." 
"You're right, mum, but it's better than blood, right?" 


Barbara sighed and nodded as Steve handed Paul the cigarettes. He took them with hesitation and quickly 
stepped out the front door. He muttered something about going for a walk and left. 


Joe cleared his throat after a minute. "He shouldn't be out alone." 

"Is he in danger?" Barbara asked, worriedly. 

"When Billy is involved, always." 

She sighed and moved upstairs when her grandson began to cry. Steve turned his gaze toward Joe before he 
made his way outside to see Paul stumbling back. His eyes scanned his brother for an injury and found one 
against his stomach. 


Steve didn't realize he would cry out until his lips parted. "Paul, stay with me." 


Steve heard quick footsteps after that, followed by Joe's sighs. Steve caught Paul as he fell to the ground. 


Barbara rushed out and Bradley had come downstairs finally to see what the commotion was about to. 

"Oh dear god." Barbara's voice cracked. 

Steve glanced up and shook his head. "He was stabbed and now his heart is slowing, he's not going to make it; 
calling an ambulance would be pointless because they won't make it in time. I'm not in a position to sire but | 
can't let him die." 

"Oh god Paul, why did you leave?" Barbara was hysterical in a matter of minutes. 


Bradley shook his head slowly. "God no." 


"| don't ‘ave enough blood to sire and carry on but Stevie, I'll do it” 


Steve looked at Joe. "Is it going to kill you?" 


"No but | will need to feed off you after," Joe groaned, and Steve swore he heard a sound of disapproval in the 
way Joe said that but Joe did hate to rely on someone else. "That is if it's okay with you, Mrs. Clark Am | 
allowed you turn Paul into one of us? You do understand he will no longer be like you kine-uhh | mean humans 
anymore, right? He will be a vampire so he will take up similar habits Steve has taken up. If you decide you do 
not want that, | will understand but he will die then. The medics will not make it in time, which is why none of 


us bothered to call them." 


Joe turned his gaze to Steve and he could see tears rolling down his face already. Steve cried for his family 


because it was something he treasured; he even treasured his father even though he was terrified of him. 
Barbara nodded. "Yes, save him." 

Joe nodded and knelt down quickly since Paul was near dead at this point. Joe didn't seem to mind that since he 
would be killing him only to bring him back as a vampire; he wouldn't go into details of how the vampire making 
process worked with Steve's mother though. 

"Joe?" 

"Shh." 

Joe leaned down and bit into Paul's neck without much stalling before draining him of what was left. He lifted 
his head with a soft sigh and licked his lips. Barbara looked shocked and Bradley seemed less surprised but 
seeing as this was his brother, it did startle him. Joe ran his nail over his wrist and gently pressed it against 
Paul's lips. He tilted Paul's head slightly to force him to swallow the blood. 

"Come on, swallow..yes, that's it, just like that" 

Bradley seemed mildly interested in this. "If this works, | want you guys to make me one." 

Joe furrowed his brows. "I can't." 

"Why?" 

"| don't ‘ave enough blood to do it right now. Bloody ‘ell, | barely ‘ave enough blood to do it with him but it's 
important to Steve and you are his family. | also know Steve's considered permanently ‘fresh’ so he won't sire 


or put himself in the position to sire." 


Steve didn't say anything; he let Joe explain everything since Joe tended to explain it the way he wanted it 


explained. 


It was Bradley's turn to furrow his brows. "What does permanently fresh mean?" 


"It means this will always be new to hin, he'll always be considered ‘fresh’ at this whole vampire ‘thing’ as 


some call it." 

Joe stopped talking at some point and eventually Paul did grip his wrist. His wound did heal right in front of 
their eyes and Joe pulled his wrist away with a hiss. Paul gazed at the sky as the changes began to take 
effects and Steve stroked his hair. Joe fell back against the ground until Steve joined his side and offered his 
neck. 

"Joe, drink from me.” Steve didn't speak above a whisper. 

Joe bit into Steve's neck without saying a word and moaned softly. Joe's arms wrapped around Steve's back 
and slowly, he brushed his hands through Steve's hair. He pulled his lips from Steve's neck and kissed his lips 
and smirked. 

"My family is watching us." 

‘Oh right, sorry ‘bout that" 


Steve smirked a bit and pulled back as Joe wiped the last remaining tears from Steve's eyes. He pushed 
himself into a sitting position and wiped at Steve's face until his boyfriend finally pushed him away. 


'It pains me to see your tears, Stevie." 
Steve smiled and shook his head. "You're embarrassing me, Joe." 
"Maybe but I'm not lying" 


Joe wasn't smiling either but he didn't look upset or angry. He looked content because Steve was finally smiling 


again. Joe had started revealing bits and pieces of himself a little bit more. 


The only thing that broke their tender moment was the sound of footsteps. Luckily it was Vivian and Sav. The 
looks on their faces said they didn't have good news though. 


Joe's brows raised. "What now?" 


"| smelt fresh blood and seeing as you're my childe, Joe, | will always know who your childe or children are. 


However, the other concern is I'm sorry to bring bad news to you Mrs. Clark but | need you to relocate." 


Barbara wiped her tears and let go of Paul. The minute he had sat up, she ran over and hugged him and hadn't 


let go until just now. 


"Is there a reason?" 

Viv nodded, although he seemed hesitant to say anything. "They know..they know where you live now." 

Steve looked at Joe with concern. "Joe..." 

Joe shook his head and sighed. "We need to get moving now then" 

They spent the majority of the night moving Steve's family into a well-protected home of Barbara's choosing. 
Once they finished the setup, Steve sat in the room Barbara set up for him. It was setup just like his old room 
and it even had the same feel. 

"It still feels the same." 

Steve looked up when Joe walked in and sat against the bed with a quiet sigh. Steve could smell the blood, 
therefore he knew Joe had fed and they probably made sure Paul fed too. Steve observed over Joe's 
expressions until Joe pulled him into his arms without saying anything. 

"Joe?" 

"Just sit ‘ere with me for a minute Stevie." 

His voice was no louder than a whisper and Steve could feel that he was unnerved by something. Steve 
frowned because this was out of Joe's character but he was still weakened from his attack so maybe that 


was it. Steve tightened his hold, almost instinctively and protectively. 


Hl protect you, Joe, | will. | know I'm the one with eternal innocence and all that rubbish but when it comes to 


those | care for, | will do what needs to be done.” 

Joe closed his eyes half way. "Feed from me." 

"No, you're-" 

| want you to, | want you to see what | heard when they attacked me," Joe interrupted 

Steve did hesitate but when Joe guided him, he did bite down. He saw only what Joe wanted to show him and 
that was the attack on Joe. They had told Joe that Steve was someone Billy would continuously target because 
he was who Billy ‘chose’ as his one. The rest of their clan seemed to like Steve's eternal innocence; they found 
it amusing and they thought it made his blood more pure. Steve pulled back and shook his head immediately as 


Joe sighed softly. 


"Then teach me more so l'm not so innocent and maybe Billy will leave me alone," Steve said. 


"You'd be knowledgeable then but it wouldn't change your eternal innocence. You either ‘ave it or you don't and 
Steve, you do," Joe explained. "I could teach you everything there is to know and you would still be one of the 


eternally innocent. As for Billy, he won't leave you alone, he's chosen you as the one he wants." 
"What does that mean, Joe? Why is it that | find out something new every single time we speak?" 


"You find out something new because | tell you something new," Joe said, bluntly. "There are certain things | 
keep from you for your own sake. To be eternally innocent means exactly how it sounds. This will never be 
something you get used to; it's always something new and they find the purest of blood in the eternal innocent. 
Now that is myth technically, it's actually power of suggestion but that's a powerful thing. Out of our group, 
you ‘ave eternal innocence and believe it or not, so does Sav. Now Billy chose you and what that means is 
exactly how it sounds; he wants you. It's nothing special and has no specific meaning, it just means he chose to 


go after you because he wants you." 
"But | don't want him, | want you." 


Joe couldn't help but smirk at that response. "He doesn't seem to care and those who take by force wouldn't 


care, now would they?" 
"No, | suppose they wouldn't." 


They didn't leave that room for the remainder of the night because it was too close to sunrise. Barbara was 


gracious enough to allow the boys their rest in Steve's room and Paul stayed in another room. 


That Last Move was Final 
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When the next sunset hit, Steve felt lips against his neck and moaned as Joe lifted his body from the bed. He 
hissed an insult only to receive a laugh from Joe. He didn't know why he felt so tired but he really didn't feel 
like struggling at this point. 

"Stevie, are you okay?" 

"| assure you Mrs. Clark, Stephen is fine. | wouldn't be carrying him around if | thought otherwise." 

"He's right, I'm fine, mum. I'm just running on low energy and not enough blood; therefore l'm tired” 

"Joe, you make sure my son takes care of himself; you make sure both of my sons take care of their selves." 


"Of course, Mrs. Clark." 


Bradley sighed and glanced down before grabbing Viv's arm, causing him to turn his gaze. "Are you sure | can't 


become one of you?" 

Is not as glamorous as you would think" Vivian didn't waste time in responding. 

"| don't want it for glamour, | want it for protection of my brothers, my mother, my nephew and myself. | 
know itll be hard on me because l'm like Stephen in a way, we're both the sensitive ones of the family but | 


want to protect my family." 


Vivian seemed to contemplate over that answer before he nodded. "Let me talk to my sire and then I'll return 


with an answer. Patience is a virtue; that is one lesson you should learn now." 


"Well that's better than no." 


"| suppose it is in your case." 


Vivian followed the others out and they returned to David's mansion because Joe still wasn't at his best yet. In 


fact, he wasn't even half way healed yet and word would likely get out about that: 

Paul raised his head. "Is Steve really okay?" 

"Im fine Paul, just tired’ 

Viv nodded and smiled. "He really is fine but he really didn't take very good care of himself, especially when Joe 


was unconscious. He's just worn down. We'll do our best to teach you but Joe is your sire; therefore he'll do 


most of the teaching when he's a little bit better." 


Paul only nodded to what Viv was telling him and said nothing to the subject. He didn't mean to seem so 
uncomfortable but this was weird for him and he didn't know how to react now that he was one of the 
undead. He saw things in a different way now and the heightened senses were different from the way they 


were when he was a thrall 

Its strange, isn't it?" Steve asked. 

Paul shook his head. "Yeah, it is but I'll get used to it. I'm just taking it all in right now." 

‘lm sure you will get used to it. | apologize for turning you the way | did and without giving you a choice or a 
chance to do a sperm donation in case you wanted future children. | truly am sorry but your family was 


devastated and | went on their wants. Steve was on his knees and his tears did play a role in my decision 


‘| understand and as much as | might have liked a child that was part of me, is adoption an option for us or 


can we only ‘ave children that are a part of us?" 
"No, you can adopt if you choose to." 


"Then it's okay. | don't want children now, I'm not saying that but maybe in a few years, | can consider it or 


maybe not." 
They dropped the subject of kids just as quickly as they brought it up and finally helped themselves to the 
rooms they were given in David's mansion. David was introduced to Paul and he assigned a room for Paul and 


checked on Joe and Steve. He found them on the bed in each other's arms and decided they deserved that 


time alone so he let them be. 
"Are you dying, Joe?" 


"What?" 


"No bullshit, are you dying?" 

"No, I'm not dying, where are you getting this rubbish?" 

"You've been acting odd-" 

"Well excuse me for not feeling well, I've been unconscious for a while." 
"Don't snap at me, l'm just telling you why | was wondering." 


‘lm sorry, Steve, but you're talking nonsense. I'm tired and | don't feel well and Viv said it was too be 


expected." 

"Well excuse me for worrying about your wellbeing.” 
"Don't snap and you're worrying for nothing, l'm not dying." 
"Fine." 


Joe didn't mean to start chuckling but he did. "Don't get offended, love, | didn't mean to snap either but | found 
it silly to assume such a thing. I'm not leaving that easy, they'll ‘ave to try harder than that." 


Steve smiled a little bit too and pulled Joe's hair from his face. 


Meanwhile, Viv found himself in the lounge with a glass of wine. While he did take a few sips, he mostly swirled 
it in his glass. Sav sat next to him with a magazine in hand and David observed him from behind. 


"You're a stalker," Viv said, quietly. 

He heard a soft chuckle from behind but no other response came out of that. 
"Is there a reason you're watching me?" 

‘I've always watched you, Viv, is it really a surprise?" 

"To be honest, no." 

"What is on your mind?" 


"What makes you think something is?" 


"Vivian, you're obvious when you ‘ave something on your mind. Something is troubling you and it's plaguing you 


for one reason or another. Now you can either tell me now or | can find out from Sav, so which is it?" 


Vivian sighed and turned to face David, although he didn't expect him to be that close already. His facial 
features scrunched up but he didn't say anything to the sudden closeness. He didn't have to, David knew of his 
displeasure; Viv didn't like sudden surprises like that. 


"Paul is the vampire Joe turned to keep Steve sane, right?" 

"Yes, you filled me in on that." 

"Well Steve has another brother, a younger brother, named Bradley. He also knows of the whole vampire deal 
and he wants to become one of us. | warned him this life wasn’t always glamorous and he says he wants it to 
protect his family, kine and kindred. | believe the boy and | could see in his eyes he was telling the truth. You 
won't turn another, will you? | feel | am fairly preoccupied to turn another myself. | know Joe didn't want to 
create another but he turned Paul to keep Steve from losing it. I'm conflicted now and | don't live to make 
others happy but | feel ‘aving Steve's brothers would help us." 

"Firstly, | choose not to create vampires. You're my one and only and the only one who could change my mind 
is seeing you in the position Joe saw Steve in. If you got sensitive over someone dying, | would save them for 
your sake, otherwise, no | will not make another. For two, Joe does not need another childe; Paul was forced 
upon him and we will assist him in that but that's it. Thirdly, you do not need another childe either so | agree 
with your points. However, | do also agree it might not be a bad idea to change him. 

"What am | to do, David?" 

"When you turned Joe, who helped you teach him?" 

"Phil dia." 

"Exactly, ‘ave you talked to him about this?" 

"No | ‘aven't but | feel it's unfair to ask" 

"How do you know if you don't ask?" 

"| don't" 


"Then ask him, Vivian, and stop stalling. If he says no, we'll move on from there." 


Vivian smirked and received a smirk in return. He turned his gaze toward Sav only to receive a nod of approval. 


Sav and David had grown a friendly fondness for each other over the time they were there, though David 


made sure it stayed nonsexual to keep Viv from getting jealous. 


Steve stalked the alley ways and followed after Joe. Paul was trailing behind them and merely observing their 
actions. A man bumped right into them and started cursing at them. Joe smirked and shrugged before he 
grabbed the man and bit into his neck. He reached his hand around and covered his mouth to keep him from 


screaming. 


"Always do your best to keep them from screaming. | know that sounds horrible and I'll bet you never thought 
you'd hear me saying that while we were growing up but you don't want to alert the law or hunters. If you 
hear the word ‘kine’, that's our word for humans and ‘kindred is our word for vampires although we still do 


use the traditional wording too." 


"Yeah, | can't say | ever thought this would come out of your mouth Steve but now that it has, it's a good 


learning experience in this situation" 


Joe dropped the body and closed his eyes as if he were experiencing a climax of some sort. Paul assumed 


drinking blood was like a drug or a climax, or something. 
"What does it feel like?" 


Joe finally opened his eyes, although slowly. "Complete and utter pleasure but choose your victims wisely 


because you never forget.” 
Paul frowned but nodded to the words. He would have to remember those words when he fed or made a kill. 


"You will aim for the neck usually, in fact | don't see why you would aim anywhere else when you feed. It 
sounds intimidating but it will come naturally when you do it. Your instincts will kick in and you will naturally 


know what to do. Like human, we have instincts too and our bodies know what to do in these situations." 
Paul nodded with hesitation. "Okay, | think | got it” 


Its a lot to take in, | know but you'll get it. Never let your victim go once you got them; it sounds horrid, | 
truly know what a monster | sound like. Nobody can know about us though and the victims would tell or at 
least the people | choose would. | go for criminals or those who hurt others in one way or another. | try to 


steer away from the innocent and | taught Steve to do the same; | suggest you do the same." 
"I will definitely do that." 


Steve turned his gaze toward Paul and pulled him quickly just as Billy suddenly appeared. Instead of reaching 
for Paul, Billy used his strength to push the trash bin Joe's way. Then he grabbed Steve and threw him at the 


ground. Steve didn't just take it though, he fought back and he fought hard. He looked around and reached for 
a broken bottle but Billy grabbed it instead and stabbed it into Steve's hand. Paul hissed on the ground since he 
was knocked down by the trash bin too. The painful cry Steve made seemed to piss off Joe and Paul could see 


anger in his eyes. 

"You'll die Billy, | don't fear you either. | admit to fearing you before but no more." 

"You should have accepted my offer." 

"What? Why won't you-" 

Steve didn't finish his sentence because Billy had ripped his jeans. Steve looked up and realized Billy was in a 
bloodlust. He had heard about it but never seen it firsthand before. He assumed Billy put himself in this 
position on purpose so he could overpower Steve. 

"Don't" 

"You're in no position to order me." 

Steve jumped but Billy grabbed him by the hair and ripped his jeans completely off him. He could hear his 
briefs ripping and this was as close as anyone ever got to him, outside of Joe. He felt panic consume him and 
he assumed Joe could feel it too but he could hear Joe pushing the trash bin which probably wasn't easy 
seeing as Joe wasn't at his full strength. 

‘Vivian..he's going to rape me and Joe is about to lose it’ 

1 felt an unease from you. Who and where? 

Billy and HI try to let you know through my fear’ 

Steve made one last attempt to struggle but Billy positioned him on his stomach and slammed forward. The 
scream was almost deafening and Paul cried out Steve's name. When he looked back at Joe, he swore Joe was 
something else at this point. There was a crazed look in his eyes and he just was not himself. Of course there 
was a man inside of Steve and Joe was watching him in the beginning stages of being raped so why would he 
be okay? 

"Pull your body away from him." Joe's voice was a lot lower than usual. 

Billy didn't have a chance to respond because Joe had already jumped. Vivian had arrived at this point but he 
didn't bother on jumping in. Instead he made his way to Paul and assisted with him and pulled the shards of 


broken glass from him. 


"What about-" 


"Joe is in a very dangerous state right now and Steve drove it out of him. A childe has that ability to drive 
their sires into madness, a state of protection but especially a childe who is a lover. Did Billy actually complete 


the rape?" 


"No, he did start it though. Steve screamed; it was deafening and it was obvious it hurt him. It hurt to hear 
him cry out that way and he honestly couldn't keep his tears from showing." 


"Then it's understandable; it drove out Joe's madness and his protective nature over Steve. It's best to let it 
ride it because if you try to stop it, he will attack, even those he's close to. He'll do what it takes to protect 
Steve and his madness won't stop until he feels Steve is safe and only then will he try to calm himself. | know 


because | ‘ave hit madness before with Sav." 


Meanwhile, Joe had jerked Billy out of Steve and the cry that came from his lover only angered Joe more. He 
swung his fist at Billy once before he tightened his hands around Billy's neck and then squeezed his hands 
before turning them clockwise quickly, breaking Billy's neck. He pushed his nails in, ripping open his neck and 
tossed him to the ground so he would bleed out. He only hissed again when Steve gasped again as he tried to 
push to his knees. 


"Ste-" 


"Don't Paul, I'm warning you. Joe is not out of his madness yet, leave it be. | promise you Joe will not hurt him, 


not even in his madness, in fact he'll get over protective of him." 

Paul watched as Joe paced around Steve like a beast and then slowly knelt down next to him. Steve slowly 
looked up and grasped onto Joe's shirt in attempt to keep his position. His tears weren't helping the situation 
any; in fact they were prolonging Joe's madness. Joe hissed lowly once again and felt behind Steve for any sign 
of bleeding and Viv thanked his lucky stars when there was no sign of any. Either Steve automatically healed 
himself or there was none to begin with. 

"Joe, l'm okay...” 

"Il kill them all; IIl do it now." 

"No, you need to be 100% before you do that" 

"Look what he did to you, | swear to you | will kill them.’ 

Joe's voice was still lower than normal and even Steve was noting that. Steve closed his eyes and took deep 
breaths as Joe's hold on him tightened. He felt Joe wrap his jacket around his waist and pick him up. He opened 


his eyes when he was sure there were no more tears and grabbed Joe's face. 


‘lm okay, Joe." 


He noticed Vivian and Paul were trailing behind, which meant Viv likely took care of the body. His gaze returned 


to Joe and his expression seemed to soften a bit. He didn’t look like he was about to lose his mind anymore. 
"Are you sure?" 

"Yes but keep carrying me. Bastard ruined my pants. | liked those pants but they can be replaced." 

Joe frowned but at least his voice seemed to return to normal. Joe said nothing else though and he carried 
Steve back to David's mansion. Vivian completed Paul's lesson instead and allowed him to return to the room he 
was given, after. Joe refrained from coming out for the rest of the evening and so did Steve. 

"Am | still desirable to you?" 

"Always Stevie, always and nothing he did to you will change that." 


Joe ran his fingers over Steve's bare skin and back up his neck up until he reached his face. 


"He hurt you and he scared you but he took nothing desirable away from you. | desire you just as much if not 
more as | did when we first got together; he did not change that." 


"Take my nightmares, Joe. | don't want nightmares again." 

"Gladly, love." 

A small smile crossed Steve's lips and even though Joe could still feel his slight trembles from the memory, 
the words seemed to make him feel better. Steve's eyes closed as Joe's lips pressed against his and even 


though he didn't want to have sex, it did feel nice to have Joe against his body and near him. They belonged to 


each other; that was the way it was. 


Joe stepped downstairs and found Viv enjoying himself next to the fireplace. Joe found it ironic that creatures 
such as themselves enjoyed the fireplace when they hated the sun. 


"Joe, are you alright?" 
"What? Yes, I'm fine." 
"It shows." 


"I just-It's my fault Viv, | knew | wasn't at my best and | took Steve and Paul out anyway. | let my arrogance 


overtake me and for god sakes, | could hardly push a public trash bin off me or Paul. In the end, it got Steve 


assaulted, partially raped even. | couldn't break out of my madness; why did mine last longer than yours?" 

"| saw Sav in danger and my madness reacted to that but you saw Steve in danger, you saw Billy actually hurt 
him and you actually heard him cry out. You saw his tears and your madness went into overdrive. To top it 
off, he was still panicked after and he didn't stop his tears right away; therefore your madness didn't stop 
right away either. It remained and you stayed in protective mode, it was to be expected." 

"This is my fault" 

"Joe, you shouldn't ‘ave been out. You can't continuously make these choices like that but this particular 
incident wasn't exactly your fault. You couldn't ‘ave known Billy was going to purposely push himself into 


bloodlust and force himself on Steve like that. | will not hear this, now stop it. There is something | want you 


to do though." 
“Anything; what is it?" 


"Run your ideas by me before you do them for now on. Whether it's going out or feeding or whatever it may 


be. Run it by me before you do it, am | clear?" 

"Why? Do you not trust me?" 

"| do trust you, Joe, but you've been reckless and | can't risk you losing your life. Am | clear?" 
"| won't die and | won't do anything to cause the death of Steve" 

"You can't be sure of that" 

"Yes, | can’ 

Viv cleared his throat and narrowed his eyes. "Am | clear?" 

"Yes, you are" 


Joe frowned but he did lower his head as a sign of respect. Viv offered Joe a glass of wine and he gladly 


accepted. He could use the wine after that conversation. 


The Attacks Begin 
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For the next two weeks, nobody really saw Steve and Joe didn't force him to come out. Joe got protective 
when anyone tried to see him too so Viv stopped everyone from trying. Joe would go out with Vivian's 
permission and his company and they would go feed. Then he would return to feed Steve and give Paul a few 
lessons. 

"Is Steve really okay?" Paul glanced down at his newly purchased journal. 

"He's fine," Joe sighed, glancing up. "He's still shaken from the incident but he'll be fine." 


"When is he coming out?" 


"When he feels he is able to but | will not force him to. | assure you, | am not keeping him from you or your 


family but | will not make him exit that room. | will let him come out on his own will." 

‘| understand but he won't even pick up his child, you ‘ave me do it and then you bring Luke to him." 

"Let me explain this to you, Paul. If | were to force him, he would resist more and trust me, I've tested 
theories like this before. This works similar with kine-or humans rather, it doesn't matter what you call them, 
it works similar. He's shaken and he's traumatized and while some prefer to force their subjects to face their 
fears, | don't. Steve is too sensitive for that and he will overcome this, | know he will." 

"Are you sure?" 


"l'm positive." 


Paul nodded and sighed as he began writing in his journal. He did have a lot to get off his mind and he was 
taking to this life quite well but it was a lot to adjust to. 


"Are you doing okay so far with this life?" 


"Yes, better than | thought | would” 
"Im pleased to hear that" 

"| do ‘ave a question though, Joe" 
"Ask" 


"You stated that you didn't tell Steve much at first and you also stated that even now, he doesn't know 
everything." 


"Yes, | did say that." 

"Why is that?" 

"Steve can get a bit too confident and too brash just as | can and some things he shouldn't know. He reacts too 
harshly sometimes and other times he gets too brave. For example, the nightclub incident | briefed you on | 
assure you, its not to hurt him but to protect him; sometimes it does hurt him though. That being said, you 
almost know more in the short time you've been a vampire than he knows." 

"Wow." 

"Wow indeed, Paul." 

"Why would you teach me that much? | mean | do appreciate it. You're a good teacher, Joe but why?" 

Joe glanced up once again. "I trust you and your family minus your father, no offense." 

"None taken." 

| do trust you though and | think you can handle it better than maybe Steve could. | can see you're a 
sensitive lad as well but you handle your emotions differently than he would. You can contain yourself and it 
seems you ‘ave a better hold on your temper despite being a brujah. We're not really known for that but you 


do ‘ave a good control even though you're ‘new’ to this.” 


Paul chuckled and nodded. "We're also sensitive but Steve was always the most sensitive and he did react the 


most harshly, followed by Bradley." 
"Yes, which is why | taught you more quickly than | did with Steve, but it wasn't because | didn't trust Steve." 


"Yeah, | understand that now." 


"Good" 


The rest of their time was rather quiet and they seemed to both be fine with that factor. 


Vivian slowly opened his eyes and turned his gaze toward Dave Mustaine and smiled lazily. On first glance, this 
would look suspicious but they actually set up this meeting at the Coven nightclub to see if they could come 
to some kind of resolution. 

"This is getting out of control, Mustaine, | would like to come to a peaceful conclusion as soon as possible." 
"Likewise, especially with the hunters out." 


"So you're not working with James?" 


"Like I'd work with that piece of scum, | may be an asshole but l'm not at the bottom of the barrel. Don't sell 
me short, Vivian, I'm not that pathetic." 


Viv snickered and glanced at David Coverdale as he chuckled himself. Viv turned his gaze back to Mustaine only 


to find him right in front of him. He honestly didn't like the closeness and he knew Coverdale didn't like it either. 


"Why are you so close? What is your game plan, Mustaine? What is it going to take to get you to back the 
hell off until we at least solve this hunter problem?" 


"How about a taste?" 


Vivian didn't have a chance to protest because Mustaine grabbed his hair and forced their lips together. Viv 
bit down on Mustaine's lip and pushed him back, earning himself a glare. Coverdale had stepped forward at this 


point as well and grabbed Viv's arm. 
"You overstepped your boundaries, you deserved the bite." 


Mustaine could only snicker at this point and shrug. "| guess but your lips are nice. | still am the reason you're 


"You're not my sire, Mustaine. Coverdale is; that's like saying a person who gives birth to you is your parent, 
even if they don't raise you when that couldn't be further from the truth. In a sense, Coverdale ‘raised’ me; 
therefore he is my sire, not you and not your tools." 


"Mustaine, let me warn you of something. If you so much as touch him again-" 


"Stop there, Coverdale, I'm not gonna touch your bitch again." 


Viv held up his hands and stood up until Mustaine grabbed his arm. "Let go, this is going nowhere and you're 
dragging this on" 


"Alright Vivian, let's talk, what do you suggest we do? Pretend we're friends when we're not? | can't stand you 
and you can't stand me." 


"Precisely but until the hunters are taken care of, | think our best option is to target them instead of each 
other. Keep your tools away from us and we won't have another Billy incident. In return, we can focus on the 
hunters." 


Mustaine seemed to be thinking over the proposition "We'll play for now, Viv but only until this hunter problem 


is over. After that, our war is back on" 
| couldn't agree more with you." 


Mustaine nodded and snickered but he made no attempts toward Viv because Coverdale was watching him like 
a hawk. Mustaine got up and walked out of the club without another word. Vivian didn't say anything at first 
but eventually he did look at David. 


"Is he serious or will he end up betraying us, David?" 


"No, he'll play because he wants to rid the hunters just as much as we do. Not to mention, he does despise 
James." 


Vivian nodded and left the conversation at that. 


James watched from a distance and cursed when Dave Mustaine surrounded himself with vampires and 
humans. There was no way he could shoot him without hurting someone else, so he would wait. It wouldn't be a 
problem if he thought he'd only hurt a vampire but there were humans around as well. When Coverdale and 
Vivian exited, he fired his shot and smirked. The shot missed Coverdale but it got Vivian right in the back. Viv 
cried out and fell to his knees, causing Coverdale to turn quickly and hiss. Coverdale was quick to hit madness 


but before James could shoot again, Coverdale pulled Vivian into his arms and darted off. 
"Damn," James cursed but then smirked and lowered his shotgun. "Doesn't matter, he likely won't make it” 


These bullets were made specifically for vampires, and over time it could kill them just like regular guns could 


kill humans. 


Viv gasped as David carried him toward the mansion and with each step, more blood seeped from his wound. 
Viv hissed and let his head rest against David's shoulder. 


"David." 

"lIl get you back in time, Viv, hang in there." 

David's voice was darker than normal but considering his madness had hit, he had pretty good control. Viv was 
trying to remember how this even happened and how nobody saw a thing. Now he was confused but he 
supposed that was a side effect of the bullets, the wound, and the blood loss. 

"Vivian?" 

"My back, David." 

"I know, just stay with me, do you hear me?" 

"Yes, but-" 

"No buts about it, you are to stay with me. | didn't stutter, did 1?" 


Viv shook his head, slowly. "No." 


Viv did feel drowsy now though and David must have sensed that because he slit the side of his neck and knelt 
down while he let Viv feed off him. Viv bit down only after he was guided against David's neck. 


Sav, have the lounge ready, Vivian was shot with a vampire shooter.’ 

0h gods, not one of those; will he survive?" 

‘Yes, Hil make sure of if. Just push everything out of the way so | can lay him down when I arrive." 

OF course.’ 

Viv did pull back from David's neck after a minute and he seemed to be dazed but he was losing the blood as 
fast as he was getting it but David knew that would happen. He was just trying to keep him alive at this point. 
It seemed as if this was taking forever but David did finally arrive at the mansion and immediately he rushed 
into the lounge. Sav was already waiting for him and Joe was sitting there too since he felt the disturbance. 
David gently laid Vivian on the ground and pulled him on his side. David knew he had to put the madness aside 


to save Vivian's life. 


"Joe, hold him like this while | get my things to get the bullet out of him. Sav, you keep talking to him and keep 


him awake." 


They both nodded and did as they were told while David get his wound treating tools and came back. He 
prepared the tools and immediately got to work on removing the bullet. Viv cried out when David dug in his 
skin, which only caused him to wince since he did have a special relationship with Viv. He continued to dig 
despite the cries and finally he found the bullet. He carefully pulled the bullet from him and suddenly Viv went 
quiet. Sav slit his wrist and forced Viv to take in his blood as David treated the wound. As they were doing 
this, Steve had emerged from the room finally and watched the whole thing. He didn't know what to do but 
they seemed fine without his help so he didn't offer. Joe did notice he was there but he said nothing at this 
point. 

Sav finally pulled his wrist away. "He took in the blood." 

David only nodded. "Good." 

Steve slowly moved up the stairs and stepped into the bedroom. He closed his eyes and sat in silence for a 
minute. He didn't even hear Joe walk in so he struggled when he felt hands on him. He opened his eyes and 
immediately ceased his struggles when he saw it was Joe. 


"So jumpy, love." 


Steve could hear the softness in Joe's voice but Viv's condition was probably on his mind. He only nodded and 


smiled slightly before he looked back down. Joe forced him to look back up by gently grabbing his chin. 
"Are you okay?" 

| should ask you the same, Joe." 

‘Im fine, | just have things on my mind." 

"You have Vivian on your mind." 

"Yes, | do." 

"Is he going to be okay?" 


"He should be, yes, he's just weakened right now. He was shot with a vampire shooter, presumably by a 


vampire hunter." 
"I can't imagine David is happy about this, is he?" 
"No, he had to control his madness for Viv's sake and he barely managed but he's angry." 


"Did he hit his protective mode?" 


"He has now and he's taken Viv and Sav into his bedroom." 


Steve nodded and pulled his feet onto the bed with a sigh. He frowned and shook his head as Joe knelt next to 


him. 


"Whatever you're thinking, stop it, you used to do this all the time. It was usually when you inner demons were 


getting into your head, Stevie." 


‘Ive become a reclusive vampire but after the incident with Billy, | just don't want to be seen. | feel so 


violated, does that make me weak?" 

"No it does not and you ‘ave a right to feel that way: 

"Am | weak?" 

"No you are not; you're sensitive, that does not make you weak, Steve. 


Steve nodded and looked down but his gaze returned to Joe when he felt his lover move on the bed. He gasped 
as Joe pushed him against the wall and kissed him but pulled back after a minute. 


"Don't stop." 

"If | don't stop now, Steve, | won't want to later." 

"What if | don't want you to?” 

ihre venue 

"| know you're trying to be cautious but Im sure this is what | want! 


Joe nodded and kissed him again Steve moaned and wrapped his arms around Joe's neck and smiled against his 


lips. 


Meanwhile Sav stepped out of David's bedroom and heard a cry of pleasure come from Joe's room. He 


chuckled and shook his head before heading downstairs. Sav entered David's room again a few minutes later 


with the wine bottle. 


Viv moaned bit refrained from opening his eyes at first. He could feel fingers brushing through his hair and 
judging by the delicate fingers and the tender touch, he could tell it was Sav's fingers. Sav had a tender touch 
while David's hands were a little bit rougher. 


"How long was | out?" 
"About 36 hours." 


Sav may have been stroking his hair but David was the one shooting off the replies. David was in charge after 
all and it didn't need to be said; it was a silent fact. 


"Am | going to be okay?" 

"Yes you will, Vivian, but you need to heal and | will feed you until you do." 

"Who shot me?" 

| haven't fully determined that yet but | have reason to believe it was someone from James’ gang of hunters. 
You were shot with a vampire shooter and they had specially made silver UV bullets. You know how those 
work; they mimic the sun and burn over time. It was also laced with poison but | haven't determined the type 


of poison" 


"Damn him," Viv hissed, finally deciding to open his eyes. "Do | need to stay in bed? | need to get back to 
Bradley's place. | finally talked to Phil and he has agreed to sire him." 


"Viv-" 
"David, | need to," Viv interrupted, groaning as he sat up. Sav helped him sit up. 


He could see David was thinking it through but he knew ultimately his sire would allow him to go. He was just 


waiting to see what conditions David would put on him. 


"You may go, Viv, but you are to feed from me first and secondly, you are to come back immediately after. 
Am | understood?" 


"Loud and clear." 
"Good." 
David approached him and allowed him to feed before he backed away. Viv turned and whispered sweet words 


to Sav and then chose to get up. 


Viv did return to Barbara's home with Phil and smiled politely. She invited both the men in as Bradley walked up 


with Luke in his arms and handed his nephew to his mother. 


"I've come back with my decision" 
Bradley only nodded and chose not to say anything. 


"| cannot sire anymore children, | have enough worries on my mind. That being said, Phil can do it and he has 
agreed to do so because for one, we found your reasons to be legit. | saw no deceit in your eyes when we last 


spoke and Steve seems to be hesitant but okay with the decision Is it okay if Phil sires you?" 
"Yes, of course." 


"Now | will warn you, you will not be in the same mansion as us. | am currently with my sire at the moment 
and Joe and Steve are with us. We're staying together due to certain wars going on within the vampire 
community but they'll eventually move into their own mansion as well. You will be with Phil but he agreed to 
bring you around Joe's premises because your brothers are with them. Phil will teach you, train you, and you 


will do as he tells you. Are you still okay with this choice?" 

"Yes, I'll do my best to comply with your orders, Phil." 

Phil only chuckled and shook his head. "You're not a slave lad and I'll never treat you as such but | do expect 
you to listen. I'll do my best to help you in the vampire world and prepare you for the vampire wars, the 


hunters, the feedings, and everything else." 


They all turned their heads when Barbara sniffled and they couldn't blame her. Her sons were all becoming 
these undead creatures and it probably did make her fearful since it was putting them all in danger. 


"We will do our best to make sure he is prepared for this world, Mrs. Clark, and we will also do our best to 


make sure your home is protected as well. 


"Thank you, Phil, but don't you worry about me. Just take care of Bradley and Viv, you make sure Paul and 


Steve are taken care of as well." 
"Of course, Mrs. Clark." 


Phil did change him right then and once he finished the change, he took him back to his mansion and Vivian 


returned to David's mansion as he said he would. 


Sweet Words and Cruel Words 


Author's Notes: 
Special thanks to Augustine for her corrections and if something was missed, it is my fault and my fault only. 


Features James of Metallica as the last chapter did. 


Steve buried his face against Joe's neck when he heard the door open and Joe's protective hold tightened. He 
didn't bother looking up to see who it was because he could feel the presence. It was David; there was no 
doubt that that strong, bold presence belonged to the man of this mansion. 

"l'm going on a feeding run, do wish to come?" 

Joe only nodded in response although he didn't say anything to the question. 


“Alright, I'll give you a minute to get dressed and you can decide whether Steve and Paul will be joining us." 


David shut the door and Steve pulled back as Joe watched him a minute. Steve was seeing Joe's softer side 


but it was probably because Joe was in his protective mode at the moment. 
"I do want you to face this eventually, Steve, but | won't make you go tonight if you don't want to." 


"I can't make promises about the outcome of this but | will go with you guys to feed. | don't want to be 
cooped up with fear." 


Joe accepted that answer and they both got up. 


David took all of them, minus Vivian, feeding and everything went as planned. Steve did well for his first time 
out since the incident with Billy and they encountered no problems. When they returned, Joe didn't immediately 
return to the bedroom and Steve stayed with him. 


"Do you know if Vivian is getting any better? If anyone knows, it would be you since he's your sire." 


Joe sighed and shook his head. "He is, but it turns out the bullet in the vampire shooter was laced with a new 


kind of poison So he needs more time to recuperate." 


Steve frowned and he couldn't help but think back to the time his alcohol was poisoned. "Joe, do you think back 
when | drank that alcohol-" 


"Yes, Steve, that's exactly what | think" 

Steve's frown only deepened. "I loved this band and they took it from me" 

"| know, love, | know but it's better than the alternative, don't you think?" 

"What? My Life? The band was my life" 

Joe turned his head and narrowed his eyes but said nothing. He walked out to the patio without saying another 
word and Steve released a slow sigh. He glanced toward the ceiling and realized he probably should have 


reworded that last sentence. Finally he stepped out to the patio to find Joe sitting in one of the chairs. 


"I knew you loved the band, Steve, but it wasn't entirely my choice to continue with the charade that you 


were dead. I'm sorry it played out that way, | am, but l'm even sorrier | meant less to you than the band." 
"Joe, | didn't mean that-" 


"Yes you did or you wouldn't ‘ave suggested it. As | stated, | knew you loved music and the band; you lived, 
breathed, and dreamed it, but | ‘spose my ego got the best of me and | assumed | filled some of your 
happiness, even if you did still miss it" 


"Joe, you do make me happy so don't pull this shite on me. | already feel guilty for saying it and making you 
feel like utter crap. | just meant aside from you, the band was my life and | truly did love it. It pains me that 
they took that away from me." 


"Well." Joe paused, and Steve didn't miss the pause. "They will be taken care of soon enough so don't you 


worry about that" 

"You're not going to forgive me for my words, are you? Fine, I'm going back to our mansion" 

Steve didn't wait for a response; he turned and walked out of David's mansion without saying anything to 
anybody. He felt horrible and the thought of Joe not returning made him feel worse. That sense of dread 
returned and a feeling of loneliness suddenly hit him. He didn't want to be out alone, though, in case another 
attack struck, so he did go back to their mansion and immediately went to the bedroom he shared with Joe. He 
stared in the empty room and slowly entered. 


m sorry. Nis Voice came ouf as a mere whisper. 
"| y" H ł hisp 


His lips parted slightly and he slowly changed into more comfortable clothing before he crawled into the bed. It 


still smelt of Joe's scent and he truly did love how Joe smelled. Honestly he didn't blame Joe for feeling that 
way, even if he was taking it the wrong way because Steve would have taken it the same way as well. Not to 
mention, Joe was concerned for Vivian and about the hunters so he had a lot on his mind. Steve took a deep 
breath and blinked tears that threatened to fall as he clenched the empty spot where Joe would lay. He closed 
his eyes and opened them after a few minutes. His eyes trailed toward the door when he heard footsteps 
coming up the stairs. He sat up slowly and listened as what sounded like two people walked by. He heard one of 


them returning and glanced up when Joe walked in the room. 

"Paul is in his new room now." 

Steve slowly nodded and Joe observed him for just a moment to see how fragile he had become in that short 
amount of time. A part of him was proud but a part of him was bothered because if something ever 
happened, Steve would break down. 

‘lm sorry, Joe." 

| know you are, Steve, | just ‘ave a lot on my mind" 

"You came ‘ere though." 

"| could never take it when you were in despair and | could feel that you were." 

Joe shut the door quietly and climbed onto the bed before pulling Steve into his arms. Steve was more than 
glad to accept the embrace and wrapped his arms around Joe. At some point, Joe did strip down and he held 
Steve with him. 


"| do love you Joe and if it weren't for you, what is the purpose of this undead life?" 


"| love you too, Steve. | probably could have handled my reaction better earlier but in that moment, it hit me 


the wrong way. | could never deal with you ‘aving to live in despair though, love." 


Steve did smile slightly and brushed his fingers over Joe's cheek Joe seemed to like his gentle touch and it 
appeared he liked Steve taking his mind off his worries. His fingers grazed over Steve's hair and he kissed his 


lips softly. 


Vivian dug his fangs deeper into David's neck before he pulled back with a soft gasp. David left him sitting 
there as Sav stroked his hair from behind and gazed at David. Vivian continued to gaze at the ceiling until the 
blood settled in him. 


"What was the poison?" 


David raised his brows. "What poison?" 


"Don't assume you can outsmart me, David, you know exactly what l'm referring to. What poison was laced in 


the bullet | was shot with?" 

"You're too smart, childe," David chuckled. "It's a relatively new one we've discovered that the hunters were 
using. They call it the XV Toxin |; they're supposedly working on a XV toxin 2 and 3 as well but you were 
infected with the first. The reason you didn't heal right away was because not much is known about it and it 
is fairly toxic. | was going to lodge the bullet out anyway when | noticed you weren't healing, partially because 
of the bullet but also partially because of the poison. However, if | hadn't, it may have killed you." 

Viv mused over his answer and nodded. "Your madness would ‘ave emerged then, would it ever ‘ave subsided?" 
"It would ‘ave taken a long time but because Sav is alive, it would eventually.” 

"Why does that matter?" 

"Because he is your childe and love; therefore, as your sire, | would ‘ave protected him for you." 


Viv nodded slowly and closed his eyes. "You're a perfect sire.” 


‘Only for you darlin’, only for you and him. Now the hunters will be targeted in a few days and you will go, but 


you are to stay with me." 
"As you wish, David" 


Viv smirked and opened his eyes again only to have the smirk returned to him. He felt the small kisses against 
his neck and turned his head to catch Sav's lips. 


Meanwhile, Paul stood on the patio of Joe's estate as Steve walked towards some bushes a bit away from the 
patio. Steve liked the trees and bushes in the yard because it added to his garden so Joe chosen a house 
specifically with trees and bushes in the backyard. Anyway, he walked toward the bushes when he suddenly 
sensed someone behind him. He turned quickly and his first reaction was to use his nails. Joe grabbed his wrist 


as he sighed and shook his head. 
"Too obvious?" 


"Yes," Joe chuckled. "Not all of hunters are vampires but some of them are and that's the first attack they'll 


assume you'll use." 


"If these people are vampire hunters, why do they invite vampires into their clique? Why do the vampires 


accept?" 
Paul cleared his throat. "I'd like to know that too." 


First off, vampire hunters have a lot of unique weapons but without those weapons, they're useless against 
us and there's no disputing that. We can kill them faster than a blink of an eye, so they needed assistance. It is 
my understanding that the first vampire to be invited as a vampire hunter was one who got attacked and 
turned against his will. The second one also experienced the same kind of attack except he also had his family 
killed in front of him. Do you see where l'm going with this?" 


Paul didn't exactly mean to frown yet he did. "They were also forced?" 


"Well those two were, but | suppose the others were either forced, bitter because this life wasn't what they 
thought it would be, bitter against a sire, or they were some sort of rejects. That's why they agreed to it and 
they were promised immunity, which is why the hunters don't kill them." 


"| see." 


"No more questions for now. Back to training--and | want you to observe and remember these tips as well, 
Paul." 


Paul only nodded but he refrained from saying anything in return. Joe released Steve's wrist as Steve slowly 
turned but Joe immediately grabbed his arm, causing a look of surprise across Steve's features. Joe grabbed 
at his neck but refused to squeeze like they might. Steve started to think over his options but Joe shook his 
head. 


"Focus on me Steve, I'm being patient with you but they won't be so kind. They will kill you if given the chance. 
They are not like Billy or Mustaine's gang; they don't want to abuse you or take advantage of you just to hurt 
me, they want to kill you." 


Steve struck his face with his fist but he didn't hit as hard as he could have. Joe released him and took a few 
steps back before he leaned down, only to stand back up with a knife. Joe lunged at Steve but his lover dodged 
the attack and grabbed his arm before raising his knee. He aimed for Joe's crotch but didn't actually hit him 


before he lowered his leg. 
"IF the knee kick doesn't work, then what will you do?" 


Steve parted his lips and sighed. "| see why you refrained from teaching me sooner now, I'm really not good at 


this." 
"You don't know, do you?" 


"No, Joe, | don't know what to do then" 


Joe liked straight answers and while he appreciated Steve admitting his weaknesses, he wanted him to say 


straight out he didn't know what to do. 


"Alright, there's not enough time to teach you to be a pro fighter or defender but there is a move | want to 
teach you, alright?" 


"Okay." 


'If you find yourself in this position and the knee kick doesn't work or if you choose not to use it, | want you 
to flip. There's several flips you could do but I'll show you how to do a proper escapee back flip. Grab my arm, 
twist it to the side and twist it back" 


Steve nodded and grabbed Joe's arm before he did as he was told and twisted it twice. Joe hissed but said 
nothing and nodded to signal he approved of the actions. 


"Now you're going to jump in the air and flip over me to land behind me. | tend to go behind my enemies but 


you can to go beside them; I'd prefer if you went behind. Its easier to attack but its also easier to escape." 


Steve jumped and once again, did as he was told and landed behind Joe. Joe favored his arm for a minute but 


he did stop after a minute and turned. 
"Perfect, Steve." 


"At this point, if it becomes overbearing, you dart out of the battle. | know you don't enjoy fleeing a battle and 
| can appreciate that but | won't risk anything happening to you. The same goes for you, Paul; flee if you need 
to. You're my children and | will get to you, it's not a matter of whether | can or can't, | will. Ill get to both of 
you; Paul you may not be my boyfriend but you are my childe and | will protect you." 


Steve seemed touched by those words, especially because Joe didn't initially want another childe and only did it 
for him. Steve hugged Joe and received the hug back as Paul smiled since he was slightly touched as well. 


James never joined the hunters for their get together sessions; he preferred his alone time. He knew the 
vampires would attack at some point though and he knew it would be sooner rather than later. He tried to kill 
someone special to them and David Coverdale was a high priority vampire, meaning he was of high importance. 
Whether the vampires knew it or not, Vivian Campbell wasn't as high priority but he was definitely at the top 
of the list too. Most of them didn't realize his importance in the vampire community because of Coverdale. 
James knew it, though; he knew all about the vampires and he made sure he studied up on them before he set 


out to kill them and start his hunting society. 


"Stupid sons of bitches." 


He turned his head and glanced at the picture frame on his desk The beautiful woman in the frame was once 
the love of his life and she would have had their baby. He remembered that day in the photo and he 
remembered how it was one of the happiest days of their lives. That was all over now, though, and knowing 


that he would never see her again only fueled his fire. 
Ill get them for you, baby." 


He exhaled the smoke from his cigarette as he looked through his notebooks at all the notes he wrote down 


about the vampires. 


Calm Before the Storm 
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Marked adult for some adult themes. 


Viy laid against the bed as he panted and enjoyed David's fingers caress his hair. Sav was trying to regain 
composure of himself after Vivian and David had sex with him, respectively. 


Sav turned his head towards Vivian and placed his hand against his lovers. "lm going to wash off. If you do 


anything, at least have the decency to tell me. | want all the dirty details.” 
Viv couldn't hold back the chuckle as he rubbed Sav's fingers. "As you wish, my love." 


Sav got off the bed and ruffled David's hair, much to his surprise, before entering the bathroom. David 
glanced at the bathroom door and then turned his attention back towards Vivian. 


"You love me, David" 

"Of course | do, isn't it obvious?" 

"Yes but you love Sav too, don't you?" 

"Vivian, his heart is with you-" 

"Yes but he really does adore you too. I'm not jealous..not anymore; | mean | was at first because | feared | 
would lose him to you but it was rubbish. Now it's kind of flattering because it shows you approve of my 
choices of lovers." 

"| do approve and | do love him too." 

Vivian chuckled and moved to the floor as David wrapped an arm around Vivian's waist. Viv pulled back a bit 
and closed his eyes half way but David knew he was thinking. Vivian's words were true though; he loved the 


both of them and now, his protective mode just increased As far as Coverdale was concerned, Viv and Sav 


were his to protect. 


Dave stroked his knife and smirked as he listened to the grunts from the back room. Junior sat beside him and 


tried to block out the sounds coming from the bedroom 

"When is your next attack on the hunters?" 

Mustaine shook his head. "Soon, but Ill go for Elliott tonight. We'll see how they react" 
"But | thought you told them" 

"| did but | didn't tell Joe or Steve that" 

"But the hunters-" 

"Be quiet Junior, either we'll handle the hunters or they will, but whichever way, we win" 


Junior didn't like where this was going but he kept his mouth shut like he always did. He was used to Dave and 


his crazy ways and he was used to suffering the consequences. 


Joe opened the door when he heard the knock and stepped out of the way to let Phil and Bradley in. Paul was 
the first to greet his brother but Steve was nowhere in sight. 


Joe cleared his throat. "Steve will be down in a moment, he's upstairs with his son, Luke." 


At some point, Steve did come downstairs and immediately he greeted Bradley. Bradley smiled as Phil enjoyed 


some small conversation with Joe but he sighed after a minute. 
"What's on your mind, Phil?" 

"Bradley is." 

"What about him? Is he not adapting well?" 


"Its not that mate," Phil replied, before grabbing Joe's arm and dragging him into the kitchen. "He's doing 


extraordinary but-" 
"But what?" 


"| don't know how Steve will take this or ‘Ow Vivian will for that matter. You guys trusted me to teach him, 


not to-" 

Joe didn't miss the fact that Phil trailed off. "You slept with him, didn't you, Phil?" 

"Yes, | did." 

"And was it just a one-night stand?" 

"No, we've began a relationship but he tells me his brothers might not take that so well. If | know Steve as 
well as | believe | do, | imagine he'll be hesitant and | can't blame him. | am known to play around when it comes 
to lovers but | don't intend to do that with him." 

"Phil, if you hurt him-" 


"Steve won't forgive me, | know." 


"I can't let it go either. Steve is my childe and my beloved treasure. | have no intentions to see him in despair 


or hurt if | can at all help it. If any of his family is hurt, it will hurt him." 
"| know, Joe, and | get it but | won't do that to him." 


| wasn't trying to threaten you, Phil. | am truly appreciative of everything you have done for me. When | 


became a vampire, you taught me a lot, but Steve is my love." 
"| do understand but you ‘ave nothing to worry about” 


Joe nodded and when Steve walked, he took one look at him and knew from that one glance. Steve knew of the 


relationship between Bradley and Phil and he didn't seem pleased. 

"Phil, you and Bradley" 

Phil nearly interrupted before he could finish the sentence. "Yes Steve, we ‘ave a relationship. We didn't mean 
for it to happen but it did. | know what you're thinking and you ‘ave a right to think those things. After all, we 
were terror twins and you saw ‘Ow | was but it's not that way with him. | do feel for him, so please give me a 


chance to prove | love him the way Joe loves you." 


Steve was at a loss for words for a moment. He had a long speech prepared but Phil's words seemed to keep 


him from saying anything, and slowly he nodded. 
‘Its not me you need to prove it to, | know that, but | don't want to see him hurt so don't do it" 


"| won't hurt him, Steve." 


Steve nodded and slowly moved into Joe's embrace. Phil noticed they seemed to be more affectionate lately and 
he wondered if there was a reason for that. He wasn't about to ask, though. 


It was right before sunrise when Phil finally left with Bradley. Joe began stirring into a sweet slumber the 
minute he laid down until he felt Steve tossing and turning. Finally, Steve stood up and entered the loo before 
vomiting blood into the toilet. He began coughing and gasped as a wave a nausea hit him. His discomfort seemed 
to keep Joe from falling asleep completely, and in a sense, that was good. Steve stood slowly and washed his 
face with sink water. He exited the bathroom and saw Joe gazing at him. 

"Hey, Joe?" 

"Hm?" 


"Do vampires get sick?" 


Joe seemed to think over that. "Not sick per say but we 'ave our off days. That being said, it's usually due to 


one reason or another, why?" 

"lm vomiting the blood | consumed earlier this evening, that's not normal." 
Joe frowned and sat up. "No, it's not, you're right. Here, feed from me." 

| don't want to feed, | feel nauseated." 

"Come to me, Stevie." 


Steve slowly approached the bed and moved into Joe's arms as Joe looked over his skin, his teeth and his eyes. 
He frowned slightly and stroked his fingers through Steve's hair. 


"Your eyes are a slight shade of yellow but | know you're not in a madness or a blood lust. You feed normally, 
| know because | am with you when you do." 


"Can anything else cause vampires to vomit their consumption of blood?" 


"Yes, the type of blood but there's various things to that and they ‘ave slipped my mind Let me ask Vivian 
about that" 


Steve nodded and allowed Joe to do that while he enjoyed the silence for a while. Steve closed his eyes but he 


wasn't able to sleep because he saw a caped men walk in. 


"You do realize the sun is up, yes?" 


"Yes | do, Vivian, but this is important to me." 

Viv lowered the hood to his cape. "Very well, what is it?" 
First off, you didn't suffer injury from the sun, did you?" 
"No, l'm fine." 


"Good. | apologize, Viv, but Steve is vomiting blood and I'm not quite sure why. His eyes have a light shade of 


yellow but he has been feeding regularly and he's not on the verge of madness." 


Vivian expressed slight concern and knelt in front of him before checking his nails. Joe lowered his brows in 


confusion as Viv checked his neck and then checked his neck. 
Joe cleared his throat. "What are you looking for?" 


"Any signs of poison, the hunter ‘ave different sorts of poison and some are new so | want to make sure he 


wasn't poisoned." 
"When did you learn about these poisons?” 


"Just recently from David after | was shot by the hunter. He told me the hunters are in the process of 


making new poisons and continue to do so." 

Joe's frown only deepened but he said nothing else and allowed Viv to continue his examination. 

"Did you see who you fed from, Steve?" 

Steve sighed and looked up. "She was a woman; | guess in her late twenties or something. She wasn't an 
innocent but | remember hers eyes, they were a strange blue or turquoise; | don't know why | remember that. 
When | fed from her, it was as if | could hear what she was thinking. She was thinking | would be sorry once | 
was done." 

Viv's gaze darkened. "That wasn't a human you fed from, Steve." 

Steve looked at Joe, who also frowned, and looked back at Viv. "What did | feed from?" 

"They're known as maenads and they disguise themselves as human. Maenad blood can make vampires sick and 
cause many of the symptoms you're experiencing. You do recall me mentioning maenad blood back during your 


training, don't you Joe?" 


Joe opened his mouth after a minute of silence. "Briefly, but | had forgotten 


"Yes, well, | suspect this is the cause of his vomiting. It won't kill him and his nausea will wear thin over the 


course of a few hours." 

Steve sighed and closed his eyes. "What is the point of maenads?" 

"What is the point of humans?" Vivian shot back. "You can't answer that, can you? Maenads simply are 
creatures that live their lives accordingly. They're very secretive and mysterious creatures and they don't 
usually bother others but they seem to be spotted more these days. It's rare to see them out like this and 
its almost as if they're taunting vampires. That must mean they are making deals, presumably with the 
hunters or with another vampire gang. | will assume the latter simply because the hunters aren't fond of 
them either." 

Viv stood up and glanced toward the covered up window and groaned. He hadn't fed in a while so if he 
attempted the trip, he could risk getting caught. He shook his head and stepped away before turning his gaze 
toward Joe but he didn't have to say anything. 


"There's a guest room down the hall. Paul's room is the first room but the second room is empty; help 


yourself, Viv." 


Viv nodded and exited the room without another word as Joe turned his gaze toward Steve. He forced Steve to 


look at him by raising his chin and kissing his lips. 


When sunset hit, Vivian descended the stairs and found Joe pouring himself a glass of wine. Joe pulled out a 
second glass and offered it to Vivian. 


"How is Steve feeling?" 


"He's much better now, thank Gods. He took in my blood with no problem, I'm just rather embarrassed | didn't 


think of this." 

"Don't fret, Joe, maenads disappeared from public eye for a while; therefore it was easy to forget that option" 
"Yes but | still feel slightly embarrassed. Anyhow, ‘Ow did you escape David's grasp?" 

Viv couldn't help but chuckle in response. "He does have a tight hold, doesn't he?" 

"Yes, he does. | noticed ‘Ow protective he's become of you but also of Sav." 


"Well his protective mode did hit hard after the hunters attacked but he is taming out now. | did ‘ave to 


assure him | was fine and chose to stay ‘ere due to the beaming sun but otherwise, it's all well. He doesn't 


control me but he has become quite the protective sire." 
‘Ie noticed. So is this some sort of threesome relationship?" 


Viv could almost sense the smirk across Joe's face even though it was dark. "We ‘aven't talked about it and | 


won't take it underneath simply because my body has too much muscle constriction. However, in a sense, yes." 
"Oh ‘Ow delicious for you." 


"Knock it off, Joe," Viv chuckled. "Besides its not as kinky as you are making it out to be. What about you and 


Steve?" 
"What about us?" 
"Do you two ‘ave some kind of secret lover or affair? You are a bit more affectionate lately." 


"So what?" Joe snickered. "Its not because of that though. It's just Steve and |, it always will be and | told 


Steve | couldn't imagine loving anyone else. His child, however, is another story." 
"What about Luke?" 


‘Ive grown to love him and Steve thinks of him as my child too now. | laugh at the idea but | ‘spose | do treat 


him as such. There is something else; Luke was injured and | gave him a drop of my blood to heal him." 
Viv's smile faded and concern spread across his face. "What?" 

"Was it a mistake?" Joe asked, raising his head with a concerned expression. 

Viv turned away for a minute. "Well, it was just a drop, right?" 

"Yes, just a drop." 

"Then no, you didn't screw up. Luke is still human and that explains why you feel obligated to him." 


"Steve was hysterical and | just knew he couldn't do it so | did. In a sense, it is our child; well his child but our 


child" 
Viv looked at him suspiciously. "Is that why you did it?" 
"Of course not, | did it for Steve but that certainly does cross my mind now." 


"| see." 


"| ‘spose you disapprove then" 


‘| didn't say that, Joe, just don't overstep your boundaries. This is still his child and you may think of it as 
otherwise but technically it is still his child” 


"Understood." 


Joe accepted that answer and let the conversation rest since it seemed to be in a good place. 


The Storms Rolls in 


Author's Notes: 
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Steve stared at the man in front of him, seemingly in a daze, and sighed. He could hear Joe calling in his 


thoughts but simply ignored his calls and pleas. 
‘Shouldn't you be trying to kill the hunters instead of us, Mustaine?" 
"Oh we are, but why not hit two birds with one stone?" 


"What is with your hatred? Do you really hate it so much that Vivian survived your plans and didn't want 


you? Can you blame him? You're pathetic." 


Mustaine growled and swung but Steve saw it coming and ducked the attack before moving to the side and 
backing up quickly. He hit the wall and when Mustaine came at him, he swung. Mustaine caught his arm so he 
lifted his knee and caught him between the knees. Mustaine cried out in pain and released Steve as he moved 


away from Mustaine's reach slowly. 
"| don't want Coverdale's bitch, | just want him to suffer." 


"For making a fool of you? That's not hard to do. For example, | just did and l'm not a good fighter by any 


means.” 


Mustaine chuckled and nodded before he abruptly grabbed Steve by the throat and squeezed. Steve gasped and 


fell to his knees when Mustaine kicked his feet out from under him. 
"What hurts them amuses me, right? So you'll play the part in my plot.” 


Mustaine glanced up as Ritchie walked in with a chuckle and knelt behind him. He didn't need to do this since he 
already had his way with a human when Mustaine was preparing but this was too amusing to pass up. Steve 
already told Joe where he was but Mustaine seemed to know and backhanded him. Steve knew what was 


coming and closed his eyes immediately but that didn't stop what was happening. 


Meanwhile Joe ran through the parking garage of the place Steve said he was and stopped in his steps. Steve 
laid there in a puddle of blood with his pants down to his ankles. There was still fresh blood between his thighs 
and a knife lying next to him. Joe rushed to him and saw the tears and when Steve looked up, a small gasp 


escaped his lips before a few sobs followed. 

"Steve." 

"Im just so stupid, so bloody stupid." Steve started before he broke off again 
"Don't say that, love 


‘| went out for a feed and when he cornered me, | taunted him, | did, | fucked up. | thought | was so smug just 
because you taught me a few defense moves but then he grabbed my throat, Ritchie came and-" 


Steve didn't finish the sentence because Joe pulled him forward and bit into his neck. When Joe pulled back, 
Steve could see his eyes had changed and he was on the verge of madness once again. When Joe's gaze 


returned to Steve, his madness finally hit when he saw his tears. 


"It hurts so much," Steve whispered. "It's my fault, | know; you warned me about this kind of thing and | got 
too cocky." 


That told Joe that Steve hadn't healed himself and this factor sent Joe into a worse madness than before. He 
hissed and jerked his head up when he saw a human coming forward. He stalked for the human and grabbed 
him before he dragged the defenseless man back. He slammed the man on the ground, knocking him 
unconscious, and told Steve to feed. Steve slowly leaned forward and fed off the man. Anyone who came close, 
Joe chased away and he wouldn't let anybody near Steve. Once Steve finished feeding, he pulled back and finally 
healed himself before he pulled his pants up. He didn't seem to stop crying though so Joe's madness didn't 


cease. 
"ll be okay." Steve said it but he didn't sound convincing and that only angered Joe more. 

Steve stood up slowly and got rid of the body but Joe stalked him like a hawk and threatened to kill anyone 
who even looked at him. Steve seemed to stalk the roads but he didn't know where he was going. Joe let him 
wander aimlessly since he seemed to be in shock; he simply followed and growled every time he heard Steve 
gasp. Finally, Steve stopped in his tracks and turned to Joe. 

"| want to hide but | don't know where to go. Take me somewhere, Joe, and hide me." 


"Gladly.” 


Joe's voice was still lower than normal and his madness didn't seem to be lighten up any. Viv seemed to feel it 


too and he asked Joe where he was but there was no immediate answer. 


tm taking him away, Viv: 
What? Who?" 


Steve and Luke. They raped Steve; he went feeding Mustaine got to him, cockiness got involved but it doesn’t 
excuse Ritchie's rape. Steve's disoriented and he's not in his right mind, Hil kill them but first | need to hide him: 


Uoseph, listen fo me.. 
No, | need to hide him away from the world HI kill them, | swear, Hi kill them." 


Viv cursed which caused Coverdale to look up from his notebook and raise his brows. Viv rubbed his eyes as 


Sav also looked up and set his book down with a frown. 

"Joe has hit madness and | need to find him before he causes a frenzy.’ 

"How bad is his madness?" David set his notebook down as he asked the question 

"Its a chronic madness outbreak this time; it's enough for him to go on a killing spree. Steve went out feeding, 
| ‘spose Mustaine cornered him and he got too confident but Mustaine got the best of him and had Ritchie 
rape him. He's disoriented and confused, and Joe's madness is severe." 

"Who do you blame for this?” 


"Why ask me that, David?" 


"Because Vivian, if you think Steve brought it on himself, then | won't pursue but if you think Mustaine 


taunted him, then I'll pursue action" 


Viv didn't answer the question right away, instead he asked Joe for every single detail. It seemed to only anger 
Joe more but that didn't stop him from giving out the details. Vivian winced at some of the details and shook 
his head. 


‘Im biased so why ask me?" 
"You're biased, Viv, but you're also reasonable. Who do you think instigated it?" 


"Mustaine," Viv answered, honestly. "It's true, Steve shouldn't ‘ave been out alone but he shouldn't ‘ave to 
worry about these things. Now Steve did taunt him a bit from what | understand but Mustaine taunted him 
and cornered him first. Steve did a decent job at attempting to defend himself but it wasn't enough; Mustaine 
then kicked him to his knees, brought Ritchie up and Ritchie raped him and put his hands on him, telling him 
dirty things to make him feel horrible." 


David growled, lowly, at this point. "Why did they release him? Ritchie has a desire for him. | would think 
Ritchie would have kept him." 


"| don't know, | ‘spose to send a message. If that be the case, they'll try to catch him again and they won't let 


him loose." 
"Very well, | will pursue it then" 


Viv nodded and placed a hand against Sav's shoulder as his lover touched his hand and David got up to stroke 


his hair before leaving the room. 


Two weeks later... 


Nobody had seen Joe and Steve since they disappeared. Joe had made arrangements for Paul to stay with Phil 
and left a note explaining to Paul why. Joe would not say where he was and while his madness technically was 
over, he still showed signs of it and he definitely was still in a protective mode. It didn’t help that Steve's son, 


Luke, was there too. 
"| could ‘ave gone to the store and bought the baby supplies too, Joe." 
"| didn't mind, love." 


Steve nodded as he changed Luke's clothes and pulled him against his chest when he heard a loud noise. He 
seemed to have grown uncomfortable with loud noises now although Joe didn't know why. Joe turned and 


growled but eventually, he noticed it was just thunder and lightning. 

| was so stupid," Steve sighed. "I got too confident, | admit it, and | really thought | would escape his grasp 
because | usually do. Only by a string but | usually do. That didn't happen this time though so | suppose | got 
what | deserved" 

"Don't say that, Stevie, they did this, not you. | won't hear this talk from you; now enough rubbish." 


"Yeah but you warned me not to be foolish anymore, you warned me-" 


"| did but you didn't go far, Steve, and you went feeding, not to that damned night club. You didn't do anything 
wrong so stop this talk, | mean it" 


Joe's eyes were still yellow so Steve knew he wasn't completely out of his madness. Steve believed he hadn't 
been completely out of his madness since the rape. Steve sighed and put Luke to bed before he moved next to 


the corner of the room. Joe moved the bed there because Steve felt safer in the corner where he could see 


everything. He watched Joe stalk around the room before he finally joined Steve. His eyes closed when Joe's 
arms wrapped around him and he sighed as Joe kissed his neck. 


"Just kiss me, love." 
"Are you sure, Stevie?" 
"Gods yes, | don't want to feel his nasty touch on me anymore, kiss me, touch me, just do something." 


Joe did as he was requested and pressed Steve down against the blankets. Once he was finished making love to 


him, he leaned up to see his lover looking much more content than he had since the rape. 
"| love you, Joe" 

‘| love you too, Stevie." 

voe, where are you? 


tm in hiding Im not coming out and | dont know if | ever will again Every time Steve overcomes his mistakes 


something happens so HI stay ‘ere. HI come out for Paul; he's my childe too and | ‘ave an obligation to him but- 
Shut up, Joe, and listen to me’ 

What? 

Youre in your madness stil, aren't you? 

Why? 


ff you weren't, you would ‘ave noticed they killed Paul for trying to avenge Steve. Bradley took the liberty of 
informing Mrs. Clark. 


Joe gasped, causing Steve to look up at him in concern. Joe looked down at Steve and judging by the look, Steve 


knew something was wrong. He frowned and took a deep breath before he dared to ask. 
"What's wrong, Joe?" 
"Stevie, l'm so sorry...” 


"For what? What's wrong? Don't give me some bullshite excuse, tell me what's wrong and tell me now. What's 


wrong?" 


Joe stood up and looked down before turning to glance at Steve. "Paul..they've gotten to him..he's been killed 


while trying to get revenge for you. Bradley informed your mother of the news; this is my fault, | should ‘ave 
brought him with us." 


Steve blinked and shook his head before turning his gaze to the ceiling. He didn't even try to prevent the tears, 
he allowed them to flow freely as his breath got heavier and he gasped softly. Suddenly he cried out in agony 
and that seemed to edge Joe's madness on. Not only Steve's agony but the realization of Paul's death and the 
fact that he could feel it now. Steve's outcries continued on for a while until he finally went quiet and 


continued to cry silently. 

"Oh God," Steve whispered. "I said | would look after them. | mean ‘Ow can | ever face me mum or Bradley 
again? Why did | leave Paul? If | keep talking, he's not dead, you know? So all | ‘ave to do is continue talking and 
he'll stay alive..Oh God, I've failed Paul." 


"No, I've failed him. | was his sire and | failed to look after him properly, I'm so sorry, Steve, I'm truly so 


sorry. 
‘Its not your fault, | just..ch god, Paul." 
Hl never make him leave again, Viv, we're permanently in hiding’ 


Steve turned his gaze toward Joe and failed to prevent a gasp from escaping his lips. Joe knelt down and 
lowered his head as a sign of respect but Steve pulled him into his arms. Joe stroked Steve's hair and felt his 


tears hit his shoulder. 


Proceeding with or without them 
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Viv passed by a few trees and glanced around him. David followed closely behind him and Sav made sure he 
stayed next to them. There was a scent nearby and that meant somebody was there but Viv couldn't detect 
who it was. 

Coverdale cleared his throat. "Have you heard from Joe or Steve?" 


"No, they just went completely silent.” 


Sav shook his head and sighed. "It's not a surprise really. Stephen lost his brother and suffered assault. Plus, 
Joe probably feels a sense of guilt for what happened" 


"He does, yes." 
Nobody got a chance to say anything else because Vivian stopped in his tracks when he came face to face 
with David Ellefson. Coverdale stepped up beside Viv immediately and narrowed his eyes. Sav chose to stay 


behind them since he felt he would only be a distraction. 


Junior glanced down at the ground. "You should know Mustaine is planning another attack. Also, it was Ritchie 


who killed Steve's brother, although Mustaine enjoyed the attack" 

"Why are you telling us this?" Viv asked, raising his head. "Isn't Mustaine your love?" 

"He was, yes, but | don't agree with what he's doing anymore. He didn't used to be this kind of person but he 
changed some time ago. | don't like the things he's doing and the things he's planning. | should go, though, he's 


likely figured out | left him and he'll come looking for me." Junior pulled the bag over his shoulder. 


They didn't realize James was in a bush with his gun, but something stopped him from shooting. The vampires 


were obviously because there were many humans around so several scents of humans were around. 


"You should probably block him from your mind so he can't find you. He turned you, right?" Coverdale spoke 


up. 
"No, a former friend, Roy turned me. | was never a Malkavian; l'm a gangrel and that's why | relate to animals 
and nature the most. Mustaine killed Roy after he attempted to kill him and to be fair, Roy did attempt to kill 
Mustaine. After that, he took me in and we stayed together. He changed, though; he did these horrible things 
like partnering with Ritchie and agreeing to hand over Steve. He didn't kill your parents, Viv, but Ritchie did, and 
he killed James Hetfield's family. He did these horrible things and when | tried to reason with him, he ignored 
my concerns. | knew his sanity was gone but | had hope..it was useless, though." 


Viv's lips parted and he actually looked hurt. "He's the one who killed my parents?" 


"Yeah, he is," Junior nodded. "| don't know exactly if he was the one who laid his hands on them or had his 


people do it but he was behind it." 

Coverdale's jaw tightened and he placed a hand against Vivian's shoulder. "He sure enjoys making enemies." 
Viv took a deep breath and slowly nodded. "He sure does, and despite shooting me, | can't say | blame James 
Hetfield The only view he has on vampires is the one he's seen from Mustaine; it's all he's seen and all he 
knows of vampires." 


"One of his guys shot you-" 


"I know, Coverdale, but his family was murdered by a vampire. His opinion is biased against vampires and why 
wouldn't it be?" Viv sighed. "But my parents..|-never mind, let's move on" 


Vivian stepped away and Sav ran after him. Coverdale turned his gaze toward him. "So you're through with 


Mustaine, right?" 


"Yes, | can't get behind what he's doing. | should go, he'll be out looking for me and I'm sure he'll teach me a 


rice little lesson if he finds me." 
"If | find out you're lying; I'll kill you without hesitation. Am | clear?" 
‘lm not lying but yes, | hear you." 


"Good. Now, let's go before he comes out and targets us. | don't need his shite right now, especially since my 


beloved childe is now upset and we're still on a search of our own" 


Junior decided it was best to just listen and follow after Coverdale. He could tell the moods were hurt and 


downright angry. 


Meanwhile James watched them with his gun pointed but didn't shoot after hearing their conversation. This 


was the first time he was seeing a more humane side of vampires. 
Kirk sighed in frustration. "You had the shot, Hetfield." 


"My gun jammed," James lied. "Besides, they're not my target right now, especially not after that conversation 
Mustaine is and | want him dead before | target any other vampire groups." 


"They're all vampires in my eyes." 


"Yeah, they are, but these guys could be of use to us, especially that former Mustaine member. He could lead 
us to Mustaine and that is our main target." 


"Well, when you put it that way, | guess you're right" 
James nodded and emptied his gun before placing the bullets back in. He would continue to play with the lie 


that his gun had jammed and in the meantime he would study this gang of vampires instead of trying to kill 
them so quickly. 


Steve lay peacefully in bed when suddenly, he felt himself grabbed. He gasped as he heard the zipper lower and 
swung his fist but Joe grabbed his fist. He kicked his knee and Joe groaned when he felt the hit against his 
stomach. Steve attempted to wiggle out from under him but Joe grabbed him by the hair, causing him to cry 
out. He felt defenseless and started struggling as Joe sighed and released him. 


"They wouldn't ‘ave let you go," Joe reminded him. "Even so, | don't like getting that rough with you, but you 
insisted." 


Steve sighed in return. "Joe, | just fell into fear. | should have fought back but in that moment, | felt a sense 
of fear. | closed my eyes and imagined what he did and put myself back in that place and felt fear. How do | 
get over this?" 

"You realize what's at stake, Stevie." 


"Yeah but-" 


"Stevie, the rest of your sanity is at stake, your last living brother is at risk as well. Your baby is at risk and 


you are to remember all of that." 
Steve narrowed his eyes. "You're at risk too." 


"Well, | ‘spose, but don't worry about me." 


"Yes | will worry about you." 


Steve pulled away and told him to attack again so Joe didn't waste time. He grabbed Steve by the hair but he 
chose not to be as rough this time. Steve rose his knee but Joe predicted it this time and caught his knee 
between his legs. So Steve struck him with his palm, surprising Joe. He didn't even bother trying to stop the 


bloody nose as struck him again in the eye, knocking him to the floor. Steve jumped up and moved off the bed 
but he didn't run 


"You run, Stevie, | will come to you. | won't let you down like | did your brother. | will come to you, always." 
Steve studied Joe for a moment and for a split second, he could see the guilt all over Joe's face. He really 
didn't look well; in fact, he seemed to be feeding just enough to keep him alive and enough to keep Steve fed. 
Joe must have noticed because after a minute, his expression changed and Steve couldn't read him anymore. 
Steve slowly moved next to Joe and laid his head against his shoulder. 

"| still can't believe he's gone," Steve whispered. "I should ‘ave been there..| should-" 

"Stop Stevie, it was my fault. | was his sire and | swore | would care for him and yet, | failed. | usually don't 
regret my failures because they helped me get where | am but this is my biggest and only failure | can say | 
truly regret." 


"| never blamed you Joe, you should know that." 


Joe brushed his lips along Steve's lips and sighed. He made sweet promises to Steve, swore he would never let 


him down again, and told him he would never make him leave if he didn't want to. 


They didn't take Junior to Coverdale's estate but instead, they took him to Vivian's estate. Junior didn't have to 
know that Viv and Sav primarily lived with Coverdale now. Vivian didn't say a word after returning to his 
former residence and Coverdale used the opportunity to visit the Sovacist section's sanctum. 


"Steve Perry," Coverdale called, aloud. "It's been a long time." 


Perry looked up and raised his brows in surprise. "David, it has indeed been a long time. But of course, since 


you quit the Sovacist section, you stopped showing up." 
"Indeed." 
He chuckled and set down his memento journal. "What brings you to our sanctum now?" 


‘I'm sure you've heard Mustaine has been causing a disturbance, yes?" 


"Indeed, we have and it is truly unfortunate he has taken that path. They must be stopped at once but finding 
him has been quite the problem." 


"Hm, well, one of his own has quit his gang so that might be of help. He has acquired allies such as Ritchie 
Blackmore and anyone he's associated with. My issue is they ‘ave targeted those who are mine and those who 
are closest to me and | ‘ave decided to take action. | do need assistance, though, and | ‘spose | figured because 


of our past and my favored feelings towards the Sovacist section, | would ask for assistance." 


"Assistance, hm? You left our section, Coverdale, but even so, we can't help but feel fondness for you. You 


‘ave helped us on a number of occasions but | must ask what is it you're asking?" 


Coverdale glanced up when Rudy walked in with Tommy and Adrian. He bowed slightly and turned his attention 
back to Steve Perry. 


"The death penalty." 
"Coverdale, you know we can't just order the death penalty just because we disagree-" 


"He murdered the human parents of my adopted childe. Ritchie Blackmore raped Stephen Clark. Viv is Joe 
Elliot's sire and Steve is the childe of Joe. They killed Stephen Clark's brother, who was also a vampire and 
childe of Joe. Mustaine has a vendetta with Vivian and Blackmore has a vendetta with me but he has made a 
target out of Steve." 


"Those are serious crimes but..." Perry frowned. "I know you well enough to know you don't lie about these 


kinds of things." 


Rudy looked back and forth from Perry and Coverdale. "I think the death penalty is an appropriate punishment 
in this setting if you don't mind me saying, Perry." 


"No | don't mind you saying, Rudy, but Coverdale-" 

"You usually help those within your own, | know," Coverdale interrupted. "| may ‘ave been out but | still know 
every rule, every ritual, and every damn thing about this section | would like to join this section again and it's 
not just because of this. | would ‘ave eventually, but it just so happens this situation happened at this 


moment.” 


Perry gazed at him a moment and nodded. He took him through the lounge, had wine with him and Coverdale 
pulled out an old piece of jewelry he had. It was what he used to grant him entry to the sanctum last time. 


"You kept it, eh?" 


"Always, Perry, always." 


Perry chuckled. "Welcome back, David." 


David enjoyed the remainder of his drink with his old friends. 


When David returned back to Viv's mansion, he found his dark haired childe gazing out the kitchen window. Viv 


didnt need to turn to know who it was; he knew David had returned. 
"Who has touched you, David?" 

"It was just a kiss’ 

"Alright but that doesn't answer my question" 

"Tommy Aldridge, but | did push him back" 


Viv said nothing more; instead he nodded. David proceeded forward and grabbed his arm, forcing him to look at 
him. He guided him to his neck and forced him to bite down. Viv backed off after a minute and nodded slowly. 


"So you are telling the truth, love." 


"Of course | was, now on to other things. | want you To join the Sovacist section. Weren't you interested in it 


at one?" 


Viv glanced out the window and nodded. "At one point, yes. The Vekacist section remind me of Catholics in a 
sense that they're strict on their beliefs; they remind me of Scientology in a sense that you must ‘ave 
permission to do anything. The Pikashni section is almost a joke to me, they almost seem as if they exist to go 
against the Vekacists. The Sovacists caught my interest though and not just because you were part of them 
at one time. They struck me as Unitarian Universalists and they had their sets of beliefs and rules but they 
were more open than the others; not to mention, | find it amusing you called them rebels. Now | recall hearing 
they are strict about accepting people but | would expect that. | was interested but | don't know if | want to 


join a section now." 

‘lm sorry to hear you say that," David said, earning himself a look from Vivian. "I rejoined their section and | 
would like it if you and Sav joined to. They are willing to assist in the fight against Mustaine's gang. You'll be 
interested in knowing that Mustaine and Ritchie Blackmore are a part of the Pikashni section" 


Viv raised his brows and smirked before turning his gaze to the window without another word. David could see 


he was deep in thought and he wanted to let him have his moment. 


| always had my suspicions, you know?" Viv chuckled, as David nodded. "| suspected it was him who killed my 


parents or at least him who put someone up to it but | never had any proof. Now to have it confirmed, it's... 


don't know. | thought it would be a relief to know who killed them but it's still just as painful." 

"I know, Vivian, and I'll get them, you know | will, right?" 

"Yes, | do and yes, I'll join the damn section 

David nodded and glanced toward the patio where Junior was enjoying a cigarette with Sav. Eventually he asked 


Sav to join, telepathically, and he agreed to do so as well. This was the beginning of the of the fight against 
Mustaine. 


The Madness Outbreak 
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Bradley stroked his fingers through his own hair and sighed as he glanced up at his mother. Phil leaned against 


the wall, glancing down at the ground with his arms crossed and one leg crossed over the other. 

"Vivian will be here shortly," Bradley told his mother. "He's Joe's sire, so we can question him." 

Barbara nodded and took a deep breath but said nothing much to the boys. Suddenly Phil lifted his head though 
and just as he did, Viv apparently appeared in the street. He walked up the driveway slowly and Phil opened the 
door immediately. 

"It took you long enough, Vivian" 

“Apologies, | did ‘ave some issues to tend to but we'll talk about that later," Viv replied as he stepped in the 
house. "My condolences with your loss, Mrs. Clark, and | know I've said it many times before but | can't say it 


enough." 


"Thank you Vivian," She blinked the tears from her eyes. "Its been really hard dealing with his death but I'm 
coping." 


"| can't imagine." 

"Viv, we wanted to talk to you about Joe-" 

"| don't know where he is, so don't bother asking," Viv interrupted. "He's ignoring my requests and blocking me." 
Bradley frowned. "Can't you find him anyway?" 


"He's my childe, | can always find him eventually and | am still in the process of searching for him but he's 
gone to extraordinary lengths of hiding Steve, Luke, and himself." 


Phil turned his back toward Vivian "Why is Joe doing this?" 


"Joe's in a state of guilt over Paul because he was Paul's sire and he's in a state of protection over Steve. He 


never fully came out of his madness after Steve's attack." 
Phil glanced over his shoulder and frowned. "He had a chronic outbreak of madness?" 


"Yes, he did. Steve's attack brought that out of him, and then Steve began to isolate so he tended to that. 
When Paul died, his guilt set in and it made it worse. So it's not just something he's doing out of protection, it's 
something he's doing out of guilt, and it's also something Steve wants. He won't force Steve out and it appears 


Steve doesn't want to come out either." 

Barbara wiped tears from her eyes. "Steve was attacked?" 

Viv hesitated and decided he wouldn't tell her the whole truth. "He took a pretty good beating and it threw him 
off his game. They played mind games with him and it hurt him, this was before Paul's incident. Paul was 
targeted because he went for them trying to get revenge for Steve; he knew what happened" 

Barbara began to cry again as Bradley hugged her and Viv used this time to try and contact Joe. He pleaded 
with him and informed him that he was at Steve's mother's place and asked him to come. It was like it always 
was, though. He received no response. 

Once Barbara had calmed down, she motioned for the backyard and moved to sit down out there. Bradley 
followed after her, followed by Phil and Vivian. They didn't say anything at first but a breeze blew and just like 
that, Joe appeared in front of them without Steve. 

"I heard your pleas, Vivian. | could never ignore you for too long." 

"You've done very well until now, though, | must say, Joe." 

Joe only shrugged in response and gave a quick response. "Yeah." 


Phil stepped forward, rubbing his head. "Where's Steve?" 


"He's still in hiding, he doesn't want to come out and | won't force it on him. When he wants to come out, he's 


more than welcome to; I'm not holding him prisoner but | will never make him do it" 
Barbara glanced down at her fingers. "I just wish he came to his brother's funeral." 
"Mrs. Clark, we were there. We just weren't amongst the crowds; he wouldn't ‘ave missed that for the world. 


We were there," Joe nodded. "After the funeral, we went back in hiding and he could no longer hold himself 
together. He held it together pretty well in public but once we returned to privacy, | held him while he 


released his emotions. He's okay but he's in isolation right now." 
Viv cleared his throat. "Are you sure that's smart?" 


"Why not? Every time we're public, something goes wrong. Somebody hurts him, somebody dies, who's next, 
Vivian? Huh? Who's next? What's going to happen next? So to answer your question, long term? Maybe not but 


for now, yes.” 

"Joe-" 

"No, l'm not going to force him out, if that's the only reason you called me out. | had enough of this 
conversation but it's nice to know my wellbeing didn't matter," Joe snickered. "That's fine though, I'll see you 


guys in the studio.” 


Just like that, Joe took off and Viv did nothing to stop him. Phil sighed softly as Viv looked away and felt a 


sense of guilt. He didn't ask once about how Joe was doing so he could understand why Joe felt that way. 
"Viv-" 

"Yog?" 

Bradley stood up and sighed. "Why didn't you try to stop him?" 

"I can't force him, Bradley, and besides, did you see his eyes?" 


Phil only nodded but turned to walk to the other side of the patio. "They were yellow; he's still suffering his 


madness outbreak" 


Vivian didn't stay there much longer and eventually he did return to Coverdale's estate and had a glass of 
wine. He leaned close to the fireplace and shut his eyes. He swirled the contents in his glass as his mind went 


back to the events earlier in the night. 
"Where is your mind, Vivian?" 
"All over the place, David, on everything and everyone." 


"| don't doubt that but you're troubled by something," David chuckled as he entered the lounge with Sav 
following close behind him. "You're thinking about something specific. You swirl the wine in your glass like that 


when you're troubled sometimes." 


"I finally saw Joe tonight at Steve's mother's place, he finally answered my pleas. He's a bit bitter, angry at 
the world, and they intend to stay hidden. He's still suffering from his madness outbreak so | let him leave 


when he wanted to. The conversation was a bit heated but there were a lot of questions about Steve. Before 


he left, he said it was nice to know his wellbeing didn't matter to us." 
"Viv, don't take it to heart-" 


"David, | never once asked him how he was coping or ‘Ow he was holding up? When he said he would let Steve 
hide as long as he wanted to, | kept the conversation focused on Steve. | never once asked about Joe's 
wellbeing, its no wonder he came to that assumption. Nobody even asked about him, it was as if nobody even 
cared about it. | do care about him but they asked me there for Steve; they wanted to find Joe so they could 
get a hold of Steve. That's not a good excuse, though..it's over with now, I'm going to bed." 


Vivian took a sip of the blood wine and got up without another word before he left the lounge. He moved 
through the house like a shadow and made his way to the bedroom. 


Sav pondered before he spoke. "Has he always been like this, David?" 
"Like what?" 


"Consumed with guilt for one thing or another? He feels a lot of guilt for a lot of things that really aren't 


necessary to feel quilty over." 
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| know and | won't say he's always been this way but he has been for a long time. It started after his parents 
died and escalated after that, especially after Joe was turned. The gang wars with Mustaine happened because 
Mustaine has a vendetta with him and myself. Ritchie Blackmore has decided to involve himself because he 

personally has it out for me, but the point is they all target anyone involved with him, including Joe and Steve 
because Joe is his childe and Steve is Joe's childe. He blames himself for it and now that Joe is not in his right 
mind and believes nobody actually cared for his wellbeing, that hurts him and brings up more of Vivian's guilt." 


Sav shook his head. "It's not his fault" 
"I know it, you know it, and everyone around him knows it but he blames himself" 


Meanwhile Viv laid on the bed and telepathically apologized to Joe but slipping into a light sleep. It was an 
unsettled sleep but at least he was getting some rest. 


The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly 
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Viv crossed the street and looked up at the building that looked like a warehouse of some sort. He slowly 
approached the warehouse and entered through the back gate, only to find the place was abandoned. He 


frowned as he opened the steel door and entered the warehouse. 
"Joseph?" 


He gasped when he felt his arm grabbed, only to see Joe. "Come on, mate but don't ever bring anyone else ‘ere 


or I'll take Steve and Luke and we'll run again." 

"You have my word, love." 

Joe nodded and led Viv into the darkness and through a door. They stepped down the stairs and walked through 
another door, and into a room. Vivian was surprised to see Joe had completely remodeled it to look like a flat 
or something along the lines. He realized he had been worried for no reason but this was his childe and Steve 
was somewhat of a childe to him too. 

"This is actually..really cozy, Joe." 

"So you're saying you approve?" 

"| will admit, at first | was worried and | had it in my mind that | was going to convince you to come back but 


after seeing this, | can honestly say this is not a bad place. Therefore, yes, | approve of what you ‘ave done 
with the place but | do suggest you socialize him a little bit more with the outside world” 


Joe nodded and led him out of the kitchen and into the lounge where Steve was fast asleep in the corner of 


the room on a bed. Viv's expression softened when he saw Steve and he glanced around the place. 

"He's more comfortable in the corner of the room because he can see everything there. There's a room 
there.” Joe paused and pointed. "I reckon this was a waiting room and office with a little kitchenette or 
something so | just worked with that and converted it into a one-bedroom flat. We use the room for the 
nursery. He has gone out a few times but he won't go far; he doesn't desire to." 

Viv pulled Joe around to face him and slit his own wrist before forcing it against Joe's lips. He narrowed his 
eyes when Joe refused at first but finally Joe accepted the blood After Viv jerked his wrist away, Joe licked 


his lips and slowly opened his eyes. Viv turned his gaze toward Steve, who seemed to wake at the scent of 


blood. 
"Don't starve yourself, Joe, it's so..unhealthy.” 
Joe hissed an insult but nodded nonetheless. "Anyway, | answered your calls, what is it you wanted to-" 


Viv didn’t let him finish the sentence. "I joined the Sovacist section. They will assist in the fight against Ritchie 


and Mustaine." 

Steve gasped and Joe glanced over his shoulder as Steve sat up. "They will?" 

"Yes, Steve, they will Ritchie and Mustaine are a part of the Pikashni section; therefore, they ‘ave more than 
a few vampires among their ranks. It was best and while | didn't ‘ave to join, it was something | was interested 
in before. Sav has also joined and David Coverdale was an old member and rejoined. Also, you should know 
Junior--or David Ellefson as you would know him--left Mustaine's group and started spilling his secrets, so we 
do know a little bit more." 

Steve swallowed harder than before and glanced down "Which one killed Paul?" 

"Stevie..." 

"Joe, | ‘ave to know, please. | know you're trying to protect me but | ‘ave to know which one killed my brother." 


Joe sighed and turned toward Viv before nodded. "So who was it?" 


"Ritchie Blackmore did," Viv answered, honestly. "Mustaine did nothing to stop him but it was Ritchie who 
actually killed Paul.” 


Steve blinked tears out of his eyes and nodded. "Okay, I'm fine, | just need to regain composure." 


Joe growled and glanced at Steve but then looked at Viv again. "Do you think the Sovacists can take out the 
Pikashni section or at least take out Mustaine and Ritchie?" 


"| wasn't so sure at first, but after visiting their section for myself and meeting them and seeing how they 
train, | think they ‘ave a good sporting chance. | think they can do it, Joe, and I'm not saying it will be easy, but 
| think they can." 


Joe nodded slowly as if he were thinking about something. "You want me to join, don't you? Is that why you 


came?" 


"I came to check on you. You insinuated nobody cared about you last time we spoke, and that couldn't be 
further from the truth, Joe. | wanted you to be kept up on the latest as well. If you want To join the section, 
you can but | won't make you and | won't make either of you come out, if you both want to stay hidden, | will 


respect that." 
Joe glanced up slowly and nodded. "I'll consider the section but until then, stay, will you?" 
"Of course." 


Vivian stayed the rest of the night and the following day. When the next sunset hit, he sat up on the floor and 


cursed, pulling his hair out of his face. Joe groaned and sat up as well as Steve yawned. 


"He'll smell your scent.” 
"Yeah but Viv, we didn't do anything.” 


"I held you while you fed; therefore, | need to stay away from there for another day. He'll question me and | 
intend to keep my word" 


"Why did you hold me, Viv?" 


Viv didn't answer right away and Joe wondered if he would answer that question Steve finally got up and 
assumed Viv wasn't going to answer but stopped in his steps when Vivian did speak. It wasn't actually his 


business but he was curious as to what the answer was. 


"You're my childe, Joe, | ‘ave missed you and your company. | was concerned for you, Steve, Luke, and your 
safety. The thought of never seeing you again bothered me and guilt wrecked my mind. | held you because | 
felt as if | had my childe back and while Steve is your childe, it felt wonderful to see him again too. It was 


truly a treat for me and because of that, | will never utter your whereabouts to anyone." 


Joe didn't respond right away but after a moment in silence, he cleared his throat. "You do ‘ave your childe 


back, Vivian" 


Vivian gave him a nice smile and looked back down as Steve went to check on Luke before he brought him out: 


Viv glanced up again with a slight smile as Steve kneeled in front of him. 


"As you can see, Luke has grown a lot" 
"He sure has; can he walk yet?" 


Steve smiled proudly. "He can walk a few steps but not for long; he's getting the hang of it, though. He can talk 
his baby gibberish." 


"May | hold him?" Viv asked, only to receive a nod and took the child. "He's lovely." 

"Vivian, can | ask why you don't ‘ave children of your own? You would make a wonderful parent." 

"Oh, Sav would adore that, | think, and Coverdale would get a kick out of it, but | just couldn't right now." 
Joe raised his head, scratching his chin. "Why?" 

"My mind is wrecked with guilt for the past and with everything going on, | would fear for my child." 
"Should | fear for my child?" Steve seemed worried now. 


"I didn't mean to insinuate that, Steve, and you should always be concerned with your child, but it's me that 
caused this whole thing because | shot off my mouth as a human which prompted Mustaine to bite me and 


Marty to turn me. The vendetta grew from that." 

"Always a rebel, aren't you Viv?" Joe chuckled as he spoke. 

Vivian couldn't help but smile. "Always, love." 

Viv remained with them for the remainder of the night and didn't return to Coverdale until the following night. 
David was nowhere in sight at first, but Vivian headed for his office when he was suddenly grabbed and 
pushed against the wall. 


"You like it rough, don't you Coverdale?" 


"Only when you leave for days without a word, Vivian and you leave us ‘ere with Junior--who is in the guest 


room, thank you for asking.” 
"Well, excuse me, but | needed some time to think" 
"And you couldn't ‘ave at least sent a message?" 


‘lm sorry, my mind was occupied." 


Vivian sighed and turned his gaze toward the outside. He wasn't exactly lying but he wasn't going to betray his 
word to Joe either. David could see his mind was on something though so he took his word as the truth. 


"| was told | should ‘ave children" 

David snorted at that. 

"Stop snorting, David. What are you? A pig for slaughter?" 
"No but | find that amusing. 

"What? You think | would make a terrible parent?" 


"No, you would make a wonderful parent but you would never go for it. | know you, Viv, you wouldn't go for it. 


You're always feeling guilty for something." 


Sav cleared his throat from behind which caught both his lovers’ attention. "I think you would make a great 
parent, Viv, and it would be nice but | agree with David, you wouldn't do it out of fear or guilt.” 


Viv smiled slightly and lifted his head slight as David eyed him before widening his eyes. "You didn't, did you?" 
"No, | didn't but I'm glad to know you're not against the idea." 

"Do you truly want children?" 

"Maybe, | don't know, maybe l'm just confused. | might, though." 

"Who says you get to be the donor?" 

Viv narrowed his eyes. "| brought it up." 

"Look, stop fighting over this, it's likely not going to happen We might as well ‘ave three so we can use all 
three of us as donors," Sav joked but then raised his brows when he noticed his lovers were considering that. 


"| was kidding." 


Viv pulled himself loose and smirked before helping himself upstairs as Sav and Coverdale slowly followed. 


When Vivian woke up the following evening, he gazed at the ceiling as he felt movement around him. When the 


movement didn't stop, he turned his gaze to see Coverdale watching him. 


"What are you staring at, David, and why do you keep moving?" 


"What's got you bothered?" 

"Im just tired” 

"Ah well, | ‘ave a question for you and don't you dare lie to me 
"Alright, ask’ 


"You wouldn't ask about children unless there was a reason. Now is it something you're seriously considering, 
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and what changed your mind?" 


"It was just something that crossed my mind after it was mentioned | would make a good parent. So | wanted 


your opinion and | wanted Sav's opinion on it too; that's all." 


‘lm sorry to hear you say that," David chuckled, causing Viv to sit up slowly and look at him suspiciously. "| 


went to the hospital today." 

Viv sucked in a breath. "You didn't, did you?" 
| did and | did something else." 

"What is that?" 

| know which sperm banks you use, Vivian." 


Viv stood up slowly and changed into more proper clothing before he turned toward David as Sav looked 


between the two from the bed. Viv shook his head, almost as if he were trying to convince himself otherwise. 
"Tell me you didn't do what | think you're going to say you did" 

"Vivian..." 

"Please tell me you didn't, David" 

"Viv, | only did it because" 

"| don't give a damn why you did it," Viv snapped, which was rare for him. "That was my choice and | chose 
not to do it, yet you took that choice from me. | told you the locations of the sperm banks because | trusted 


you, how could you do that to me? How could you betray me?" 


"Viv, listen to me-" 


"No, | won't listen." 


David grabbed his arms and slammed him against the wall, ignoring the hiss. He let Vivian struggle against him 
and once Viv finally stopped, he loosened his grip a little bit. 


"Ritchie was at that sperm bank looking, wandering. They would ‘ave taken it and used it against you. Why you 
may ask, right? Great question A child is a weakness and if you found out they used your sperm against you 
to produce a child only for them to raise it and turn the child against you, it would hurt you. So | got there 

and | saw them and | got to it first; we're lucky because we use special banks to make our sperm last longer 


frozen. Your sperm was still good use so | had it injected into a young lady." 


Viv mused over the words. "Why not just destroy it or burn it? Why attempt to force a child on me when | 


clearly do not want to be a parent at this moment?" 

"For one, | did think of that but they were quick on me, | wouldn't ‘ave had enough time to destroy the sperm 
packages. It's not even a sure thing that itll work, Vivian. You're assuming this will work when we don't even 
know that." 

Viv's eyes narrowed once again. "You still went behind my back" 

"Yes, | did but it wasn't to betray you, especially not at first" 


"| need some fresh air." 


Both David and Sav knew what that meant. Viv needed a few days to himself and David honestly didn't blame 
him for that. He went behind his back and did that to him and it broke a bond between them. 


‘I'm truly sorry, darling.” 

Viv stopped at the door and nodded before he left the house without another word. His mind was so 
preoccupied on what would happen if the woman actually turned out to be pregnant that he didn't catch the 
scent of Mustaine and hissed when he felt a shot to his abdomen Only then did he catch the scent of another 
vampire. 

"Mustaine..." 

"Bow to me, Vivian" 

"Never." 

"Boys, do the honor of draining him," Mustaine chuckled. "The trash should be treated like trash. By the way, | 


have a hunch you know where Junior is, so if you tell me where he is, we'll forget this whole thing and you 


can get that poisonous bullet out" 


"Never." 
Mustaine's facial features twisted. "Kill him, boys.” 


Marty grabbed Viv by the hair and attempted to bite him but Vivian resisted so he was grabbed from behind. 
Vivian felt light-headed and each time he struggled, he felt the effects from the loss of blood. Suddenly 


gunshots rang out. 


"Halt all plans, boys; the hunters are out. Let's scram for now and we'll handle this and those shitty hunters 


later," he heard one of them say. 


Viv felt the arms let him go and fell to the ground and wondered why the hunters stopped shooting once 


Mustaine's gang ran off. His eyes rose when he saw James come into view. 
"A hunter saved my life," Viv said, quietly. "| never thought I'd see the day." 


"Neither did |," James admitted. "I've heard some of your conversations, though, and I've come to realize you're 


of better use alive than dead. I'm sure your friends will come for you. Watch yourself, kid" 


Viv watched James disappear from view and gazed at the sky. The last thing he remembered was Joe's voice 


before his vision became glossy and he lost consciousness. 
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When Viv regained consciousness, he opened his eyes slowly and looked around the darkness quickly. It took his 
eyes a minute to adjust but he realized he was in Joe's hiding spot. His mind was weak right now but he made 


sure to block everyone else out. 

| brought you ‘ere last night and | had to get the UV bullet out of you or you wouldn't heal, but | managed. | 
cleaned your wound and | ‘ave learned to stitch wounds so | stitched you up and bandaged your wound. | 
imagine Coverdale is concerned so you'll probably want to get back." 

"No," Viv said, simply. "I'll go back when | feel like it." 

Joe raised a brow but nodded as Viv laid his head back down and stared at the ceiling. He finally explained the 
fight that happened between him and Coverdale and how it led to the attack by Mustaine. He turned on his side 
and sighed before he finally sat up. Joe looked surprised and so did Steve but Steve chose not to say anything 
about it. 

"| can't believe it" 

"| couldn't believe it either, wouldn't you be pissed off?" 

"Yes | would. | would be livid." 

"So would |," Steve nodded "But you miss him and Sav. Why torture yourself?" 

Viv thought over his words and nodded. He promised he would be back and returned to his estate where 
Coverdale was. He was lucky it was a rainy night because Mustaine usually didn't enter rainstorms. When he 
walked in the door, Sav had his hands over his face and Coverdale was leaning over the fireplace. Coverdale 


turned to see Viv damp with water from the rain from outside. 


"Mustaine attacked me last night," Viv said, quietly. "| couldn't get home until now." 


Coverdale approached him and pulled him into his arms. As Coverdale stroked his fingers through his hair, Viv 
explained what happened. He didn't give away Joe's location but said Joe was in a hotel and continued to move 
from room to room. 


"We couldn't feel you at all, Vivian" 


"I know and I'm sorry; I'm not entirely healed yet. He shot me with one of those UV bullets. Joe stitched me up 
but | suspect the bullet had poison in it. Will you treat it, David?" 


"You know | will, darlin, you know it" 

Coverdale finally let Viv go and Viv hugged Sav. He brushed his thumb against Sav's cheek as his curly haired 
lover blinked his eyes to hide his emotions. He wasn't doing a very good job though and Vivian could see he was 
having a hard time. 

"Don't get emotional for me, darlin’, I'm ‘ere now." 

"We thought you were dead, Vivian" 


"| know, Sav, and I'm sorry but | came back as soon as | could." 
M 


Viv let go of Sav and followed David into the kitchen. David cleared off the table and motioned for the table as 
Sav walked in with them. Viv moved onto the table and laid on his back. David got his supplies out ard lifted 
Viv's shirt to see a blood stained bandage and frowned as he removed the bandage. He checked the wound and 
gave Viv a sympathetic look before he ripped Viv's stitches out. Vivian cried out and clenched his fists as Sav 
took one of his hands. Junior rushed down to see what the commotion was about and looked between Viv and 


Coverdale. 

"Can | help in some way?" 

"Yeah, you can, grab some towels, Junior.” 
"Right." 


Junior nodded and quickly ran to the bathroom for some towels before returning with them. Coverdale cursed 


as large amounts of blood poured from Viv's wound and Sav slit his wrist to feed Viv. 


"You guessed right, darlin, you were shot with poisoned bullets," Coverdale growled. "Now hang on a minute 


longer while | get the poison out" 


Junior moved to clean the blood as Coverdale proceeded with the process of removing the poison with a tube. 


Junior was amazed at how much Coverdale knew about treating vampires but he said nothing. Suddenly, 


Coverdale pulled the tube free and turned his gaze downward. 
"Heal yourself, you should be able to now." 


Viv only nodded and pushed Sav's wrist back. He attempted to heal himself as he slowly closed his eyes. Slowly 
the wound did heal itself up and Viv did open his eyes. 


‘lm still very angry you went behind my back and possibly forced a child on me, David" 
"I know you are, darlin’, but you still came back to me..to us." 


Viv's hardened expression softened. "Love makes you do stupid things, what can | say? Besides, Sav did nothing 
wrong, but don't you ever do anything like that again” 


"| promise, darlin’, | will not." 
Viv nodded and pushed himself upward with Sav's help before turning his gaze toward Junior. 
"You're okay, Junior." 


Junior glanced down and nodded. "Tharks, I'm just sorry it took me this long to leave Dave after all he's done to 
you guys." 


"What applies to me must apply to you as well; love makes you do stupid things." 


Viv gave a light nod before he stepped out of the kitchen as Sav followed after him. 


The rain didn't lighten up throughout the night but that didn't stop the vampires from going out in it. Luke's 
cries rang through the night as Joe walked up the driveway of Mrs. Clark's home. He knocked gently on the 
door and waited for a response. It took a moment but she finally opened the door and he lifted his head before 
stepping back as Steve stepped forward. 


"Mum..." 

"Oh my God, Stephen, come in, you too, Joseph." 

Joe removed the hooded cloak from Steve's body and left it on the porch before doing the same with his cloak. 
She shut the door quickly and turned to hug Steve tightly. Once she let go, Steve handed Luke to her and 


wrapped his arms around himself. 


"He needs to be ‘ere with his grandmother, with family for a while." 


"Oh Stevie, where are you going?" 


"| will go back into hiding and work from behind the scenes on the defense lessons Joe teaches me and when 
they go on tour, | will be back for him. | don't want to keep him from seeing you though, or Bradley, because 
you're both so good to him." 


"Of course, honey, why wouldn't | be?" 


Steve smiled slightly and stepped into the kitchen after mentioning he needed to take a look at an injury as Joe 
followed. Not long after, Bradley descended the stairs with Phil following him. 


"He's ‘ere, right? | felt him." 


Barbara turned with Luke in her arms and smiled with a slight nod. She explained that Steve went into the 
kitchen to look at an injury and Joe was with him. Bradley walked into the kitchen to find Steve shirtless and 
leaning over the table. Joe was behind him and seemed to be trying to pull something from his skin. Phil 


furrowed his brows when he walked in as well but said nothing. 
"Ouch Joe, will you tell me if it's bad?" 


"Will you stop squirming?" Joe groaned. "No, it's not bad, by the way. Just a bloody small insert, and if you 
keep squirming | can't pull it out and you won't be able to heal yourself 


Its that bloody car's fault. If they hadn't been driving erratically and drove right at me, | wouldn't ‘ave hit 
the ground. Thank Gods you were holding Luke at the time." 


Bradley gasped. "Is he okay?" 


"He will be, yes; | just need to remove these tiny particles from his skin so he can heal himself properly, but 


try not to worry too much, Bradley." 
"Do you need any assistance?" 


"You know, | could use your help, Phil. Bradley, you can help by trying to keep Steve's attention off my actions 
so he'll stay still." 


Steve gasped when both Phil and Joe started pulling pieces of glass and metal from his skin. He started to 
squirm again but Bradley took his hand, which drew his attention towards Bradley. That was when he started 
to notice how tired Bradley really looked. His youngest brother just looked worn down and mentally drained. 
Steve looked down and suddenly felt horrible, he was so busy worrying about himself that he forgot to think 
about his only living brother how all this was affecting him. He only lifted his head again when he felt Joe and 
Phil back up again. 


"Try to heal yourself, love." 

Steve nodded and sure enough, he was able to heal himself successfully. Slowly he pushed himself up and 
hugged Bradley because he felt his younger brother could use it. Bradley was more than glad to hug back and 
even seemed happy to receive such affection. Steve did back away eventually and moved back next to Joe. 


"What are you going to do when Phil goes on tour with Def Leppard?" 


"Well, Phil and | talked about that and we decided | am going with him," Bradley nodded. "| think it would be a 
good experience and | think its best. What about you?" 


"Well until then, l'm leaving Luke ‘ere with mum and Joe is teaching me to overcome some of my fears. Once 
you guys leave, | will get back into working outside of our hiding spot, though. I'll be back for Luke but I'll be 
sure to drop him off for visits." 


"Are you working right now?" 


"Yeah, I'm writing songs for bands, but | don't have to leave the bedroom and | get paid for that. Plus | still get 
paid royalties for Def Leppard's old stuff, but | want to get out and work eventually.” 


"That's good, Steve, I'm really glad” 


Steve smiled slightly and nodded. Eventually Joe and he took their leave, only to return to their hideout. 


Dave Mustaine narrowed his eyes at Junior as he gazed at him without any type of expression. Nothing 


Mustaine said could change his mind and no matter how much he tried to turn it around, Junior wasn't going 


to fall for it 

"You're lucky km even letting you back on this tour, Junior" 

"You wouldn't let Metallica get the best of you. Now, I'm only back for the tour and that's it" 
"Fine. 


Junior nodded and walked away as Mustaine glared at him. This was far from over, though, and he wouldn't let 


it go. 


Joe taught Steve what he could with the time he had before he went on tour with Def Leppard. Before he left, 


he moved their hideout to a piece of land in the middle of nowhere. It was an old abandoned storage unit and 


Joe made sure it was fully redesigned to their tastes before they left. 


It had been two weeks since Joe left and Steve found himself taking a walk for the first time alone. He heard 
people around him but paid no attention to anything except the shadows on the ground. The only shadow that 
caught his attention was one in particular that continued to follow him. The same one with that same scent 
and the same one who took so much from him. Steve didn't run, scream, or cry out, but he did speed up his 
steps. Suddenly, he stopped just before he bumped into another vampire. It was only when he looked up that he 


realized it was Coverdale. 

"David..." 

"Let's go, Steve." 

Steve nodded and glanced behind him to see Ritchie Blackmore had disappeared but he was no doubt there. 
Steve followed David into a tea shop and they both ordered coffees. David smelled both of them and sighed 
contently but Steve knew what he was doing. David was checking for any signs of poison. He handed the coffee 
to Steve, signaling that there were no signs of poison or Ritchie around. 

"Ritchie was following me." 

"I know; | could smell his scent near yours, but his scent is fading. Now tell me, how are you?" 

lm getting there but it's a work in progress," Steve nodded. "How about you?" 

"Anxious because of Mustaine's attacks, but I'm well now that | ‘ave me darlin! back." 

“That's good. |-" 

Steve stopped mid-sentence and almost dropped his coffee. His face twisted into an expression of discomfort 
and he looked visibly hurt. David frowned and pulled Steve away from the crowds. He only stopped when they 
got to a parking lot. 

"What's wrong, Steve?" 

If your sperm donation works, you'll always be able to feel your child's distress or when there's trouble. 
There's a difference between an unhappy baby and when a baby is crying because something is truly wrong. | 
can feel it, something is wrong, | can feel it from Luke and even from me mum." 


"You must go to your child then. | will assist you, come on" 


Steve nodded and tossed his coffee in the trash bin before leading Coverdale to his mother's place. Instead of 
going through the front door, David jumped in the air and landed on the roof. Steve followed his actions and 


looked in the nursery but didn't see his son. So Steve crawled around to his mother's window and saw her 
holding Luke and staring at the door. He knocked lightly and quickly, she turned her head. She sighed in relief 
and with a struggle, she got the window open. Steve crawled in and Coverdale followed him. 


‘Mum, this is David Coverdale. He is Vivian's adopted sire. This is my mother, Barbara Clark." 


‘Its a pleasure to meet you, David. Vampires ‘ave come in and started destroying the home. So | grabbed Luke 


and locked myself in ‘ere.” 

‘Likewise. | think it's best you leave ‘ere and move somewhere else, Mrs. Clark." 

"But where will | go?" 

"We will find a place, mum." 

She sighed as she handed Luke to Steve and pulled a suitcase out. She began packing quickly and set all her 
photo albums in in a bag before filling her suitcase with clothes. Steve sniffed the air and gasped as he turned 
his gaze towards his mother. 

"They lit the place on fire." 

"Oh dear God," she cried out. "I'm trying to hurry." 


"Look, I'll take care of this but you will need to move faster.” 


David crawled back out of the window and not long after, Steve heard commotion from downstairs. He moved 


back against the wall and set Luke in a bassinet before taking a few deep breaths. 
oe, ‘Ow is the tour going” 
‘Well, whats wrong? | feel distress from you’ 


‘They burned me mum's place down and Coverdale assisted me back to her place. Were getting her out of ‘ere 
now; | just wanted you to know that. lil keep in touch, love, but | have to go now.’ 


Steve stopped talking to Joe when Barbara asked for his help and finally, they finished the packing in time for 
Coverdale to return. He took Barbara and her things out while Steve carried the bag of photographs and Luke 


out the window. 


Light and Darkness 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to Augustine for being patient enough to look over my work. | think | corrected everything she 
mentioned but if you see any mistakes, it's due to my bad habit of forgetting to correct a mistake. 


This is a longer chapter as you probably saw and its marked adult for some violent scenes. 


David put Steve's mother in a safe house he received from the Sovacist section and made sure it was 
protected by Sovacist members. Steve felt panic from Joe, so he calmed his boyfriend's nerves by 
telepathically communicating with him for the rest of the night. He explained where he went and how Coverdale 
put his mother in a safe house protected by the Sovacists and he explained he was staying there for the 
night. 

When sunrise came, Steve fell asleep but not long after sunset, Steve was awake again. Eventually, Coverdale 
left for his tour and Steve stayed with his mother for a while but he knew he needed to get out there. So he 
did start working in the studio again and he began going on longer feedings. He wasn't aware that Coverdale had 
a watcher on him, which meant someone from the Sovacist section was watching to make sure nobody came 


after him but it was best he didn't know that. It was several months later when Steve finally returned to the 
hideout to find Joe looking for him. 


"l'm ‘ere, Joe." 


Joe turned and looked at him before walking up to him. He pulled Steve into his arms and kissed his lips before 
pulling back. Steve pressed his hand against Joe's cheek and stroked his fingers through his hair. 


"Are you okay? Where were you?" 

"Yes, | was just dropping off Luke at me mum's place and | stopped to feed" 

Joe nodded as Steve tried to pull him forward but Joe stopped him. Steve turned curiously and tilted his head 
to the side slightly. He knew Joe wanted to say something so it was only a matter of time when he would 
finally say it. 

"What's wrong, Joe?" 


"Nothing's wrong exactly but | do want you to know something. | did finally join the Sovacist section, Viv had 


joined some time ago. Do you remember?" 
"Yes." 


"Well | did say | would consider it and | did. | met them and they do seem like a tight yet loyal bunch so | finally 


joined." 
"And do you want me to join?" 
"That's your decision to make but whatever decision you make, they will remain loyal to you because of me." 


Steve nodded at the words and finally Joe followed him to the corner of the room. 


Meanwhile, Viv sat near the fireplace on the recliner with his fingers to his lips. Sav brushed his fingers 
through Vivian's hair from behind and leaned down to kiss his head. 


"Have you told David?" 

"Mhm, he knows." 

"What does he ‘ave to say?" 

"He keeps apologizing for forcing this on me but..really, ‘Ow does an apology make up for it?" 

"It doesn't make up for it. Are you still angered by it?" 

"l am a bit but not as much as before; | am getting used to the idea of becoming a parent. | ‘spose | should 
prepare a nursery for my child but you should know Coverdale has told me it worked for him as well and 
there will be two children in the house soon 


Sav raised his brows in surprise. "Wow!" 


| know but with the Sovacist section behind us, we ‘ave more than enough protection for them and more than 
enough nannies throughout the day while we sleep." 


It seems you thought about this." 
"| actually ‘aven't but David has and he appears to ‘ave everything worked out for when the time comes.” 


"Let me ask this, ‘Ow do you know it worked? Is it a feeling?" 


‘In a sense, yes. You can sense it, feel it, smell it, and it's really not something that's easily described. | don't 


think the surrogate even knows yet but due to our heightened senses, we just know." 
"Do you know the gender?" 
"| don't and l'm not sure | can find out; I'll have to find out from Coverdale." 


David, would | be able fo find out the gender? 


Mm it is possible but not from where you are. You would ‘ave to see the surrogate and her stomach and use 


your senses fo determine the gender: 
1 see; thank you' 
Sure thing, love’ 


Viv turned his gaze towards the fire and explained the process to Sav. He brushed his fingers over his chin 


and contemplated his next course of action since he didn't know who the surrogate was. 


David Coverdale finished his next set of shows over the next three days before returning to the surrogate he 
chose for his child He knelt down and pressed his hand against her stomach and closed his eyes. He pressed 
his ear against her stomach and closed his eyes as his breathing slowed. After a minute, he opened his eyes 
and smiled slightly as he stood up before nodding at her. He stepped away without another word and made his 
way to the woman he chose as Vivian's surrogate and did the same thing before returning to his estate. 
"You've come home." 


‘Of course, Vivian, did you expect otherwise?" 


"You made it seem as if there was a question as to whether you would last time we spoke. | am glad to see 


you though." 

"I am glad to see you too, love, and | would ‘ave been ‘ere sooner but | went to see my surrogate." 
Viv's eyebrows lifted "Did you see mine too?" 

"Yes | did and | know the genders of our children" 


Vivian's eyes lit with delight as Coverdale told him the news about the children and for the first time since 


Coverdale started this whole thing, a genuine smile crossed Viv's lips. 


Joe and Steve had come over to David's place and helped Vivian decorate the nursery. Eventually Steve had to 
send Joe back to the hideout to redecorate Luke's nursery because he was taking over Coverdale's ideas. Steve 
finished up at Sav and Viv's place before he returned to the hideout to find Joe redecorating Luke's nursery 
while keeping Steve's decorations in. He let him be and decided to lay down but it wasn't long before Joe joined 
him. 

"You were just trying to get rid of me, right?" 

"David Coverdale was complaining," Steve chuckled. "| thought it was sweet that you were trying to help." 

"| had ideas and he asked for my input but that's all I'll say." 

"I know but you're both hard headed and you're both set in your ways, Joe." 


"| ‘spose." 


"Joe, everyone is on the baby bandwagon..although it was forced on Viv, but | digress. Anyway, | must ask why 


you're so against it. Didsomething happen or are you just generally not interested?" 


"Mm | do ‘ave a child | consider special--Luke. | mean, he's your son and it will always be that way, but | think 


it's enough for me." 
"| see." 
"Not a satisfactory answer, Stevie?" 


"Well, to be honest, no," Steve answered, and turned to face Joe. "I'm not trying to push you into ‘aving a child 
either, love. I'm just trying to understand why you're so against it.” 


"IFs just not for me, Stevie. | don't see myself changing my mind but maybe someday | will, especially with 
everyone ‘aving children now,but | just. can't. If you want more children, | will make it so you ‘ave as many as 
you want, | will get the world for you but it's not for me." 


‘lm sorry." 

"Don't be, Stevie. There's not a tragic story to it for once; perhaps a slight fear, but no tragic event to 
prompt my decision l'm a target, | always ‘ave been, and | don't want a child to live that way because of me. 
You are pure and your child is pure; | think it's perfect for you and | don't mind protecting both of you. For 
me, though, | don't see it that way and at this stage in my life, | don't think | want To." 


Steve nodded to the answer and stroked his fingers over Joe's hand as his hold tightened slightly. Steve did 


finally let the discussion rest at that and dozed off into sleep. Joe stroked Steve's hair to show he wasn't mad 
but it wasn't exactly a subject he wanted to linger on. 


Weeks turned to months and the only reason Mustaine hadn't attacked again was because he had indeed been 
on tour. Ritchie got a gig and disappeared from sight, which made everyone antsy, but they went on. Finally, 
the women carrying Viv and David's children started showing and Viv was starting to get excited until he got a 
terrible feeling. 


"Something's wrong..." 

"Vivian, what do you mean?" 

‘| ‘ave to get to the child." 

Viv didn't explain what he meant by that; instead, he went straight to the location where his surrogate was. 
David only followed him and the minute they stepped into the home, they found the furniture turned over and 
blood all over the place. He slowly proceeded for the kitchen to find the surrogate on the floor, deceased. She 
was torn up and Vivian knew the child didn't survive because that connection he once felt was no longer there. 
"Oh god... 

Viv cried out and fell to his knees as David closed his eyes for a minute before he scooped the woman's body 
up and carried her to the backyard. David waited for a while until finally, members of the Sovacist section 
arrived and took the woman. 

"Give her and the unborn child a proper burial, please. | must gather my devastated darlin’ right now." 

"OF course, David." 

David allowed the members to leave and returned to the kitchen but Viv was nowhere to be found. So he 
looked around the house until he found Vivian in the small nursery the surrogate had set up for the baby. The 
room was destroyed and they made sure to cover it in blood. 

"Vivian..." 

"You did this to me, David," Viv started, slowly turning around. "You forced this child on me and then you 
allowed me to get attached to the idea of being a father. If you hadn't done that, this would ‘ave never 


happened. You did this to me..god damn you." 


"You're right, Vivian" 


David proceeded forward and pulled Vivian to him but Viv struggled against him. David continued to try and pull 


him forward but he received the same resistance. 
"You started all this, David." 
"| know | did, love." 


"This is partially your fault; why did you do this to me? God damn you, David," Viv said as his voice cracked a 
bit. "| hate you for doing this to me..! fucking hate you." 


"I know you do, darlin’, | know." 


Viv finally stopped resisting and allowed David to pull him closer. David held him protectively and allowed him to 


cry in his arms. He could feel his madness edging on but he had to keep it from reaching an outbreak. 


After the surrogate and his undeveloped child were killed, Vivian went back home and donated all the nursery 
items. He changed the nursery he had designed back into a bedroom and refused to come out of the master 
bedroom. He would lay there and Sav would stroke his hair night after night. Viv was not himself at all and 
even Joe felt the disturbance. In fact, it caused Joe to visit David and check on Vivian's mental state. 

"How is he doing?" Joe asked. 

"Not so good," David replied. "Would you be?" 

"No, | wouldn't but I-It feels odd. I've never seen him break, although | do understand why he did” 


"He lost his child in all this and amongst it all, he is right. It is my fault because | did force that on him 


without his consent and | got him attached. | made a mistake, Joe, but it is too late to realize that now." 


Vivian did suddenly come downstairs and gazed at the two men in front of him. He turned his head for a 


minute and slowly, he raised his gaze to meet David's eyes. 
"| need to feed..if you insist on ‘aving someone with me, Joe will come with me." 


David knew what that meant but he only nodded. Viv turned to leave but David grabbed him and pulled him 
into his arms. Viv didn't hug back at first but eventually he did wrap his arms around David. 


"lll be back." 


Joe said nothing the whole time they were out and let Vivian feed as he needed. When he finished feeding, he 


stood there for a moment and it reminded Joe of Steve when he was in shock. 


"l'm ‘ere for you when you need someone, Viv. Whether it's to talk or to sit in silence, or just to hide out, I'm 


‘ere. 
"I know, Joe, and thank you, love." 


Viv took a deep breath and returned back to Coverdale's estate with Joe. He looked up slowly and walked 
straight into David's arms. Sav was gone for the evening at one of the Sovacist section meetings so it was just 


David and Viv. 
"| needed someone to blame and you were there, so | blamed you, Davia." 


"| know, love, and blame me all you want. You weren't exactly wrong since | did force a child on you and you did 
finally start to get excited about it. I'm sorry this happened to you, darlin’, you are truly the last person who 
deserved this." 


| want to find who did this but-" Viv paused for a moment. "My mind is clouded with pain and | am still in 
mourning; therefore, | don't think | can properly function right this moment. Find them, David; find who did this 
to my child” 


"You know | will, darling.” 


The look in David's eyes said he would too. Joe knew David would find who did this and he almost dreaded to 
see what the person looked like after David got through with them. As much as he hated Mustaine, Joe 
wondered if it was someone else who pulled this stunt. Either way, they would find out. 


Two days later, David found himself at the Sovacist section safe house. He was looking through photographs 
and frowned but nodded nonetheless as he looked back up. 


"His name is Liam and the guy with him is Jake; they're from the Pikashni section but for once Mustaine had 
nothing to do with this. From the information our watcher has gathered." Rudy started, before pausing. 
‘Mustaine complained about Vivian or what he called ‘that pesky Viv Campbell and his shite gang! and the boys 
decided to make a name for themselves. So they targeted the surrogate carrying Vivian's child and slaughtered 


her. They knew it would immobilize him, even if temporarily.” 


David growled as he felt his madness coming on him but he nodded nonetheless and handed the photos back. He 
walked out without another word and returned to his estate. Vivian woke to David pulling him in his arms with 

a growl. Vivian glanced up and noticed David was in a madness episode at the moment and glanced at Sav. David 
moved into a position where he could pull Sav close on one side while continuing to hold Viv. Neither of them 


said anything, seeing at David's madness seemed bad this time. 


Steve could see Joe was concerned about Vivian so he hadn't said much to him lately. The minute he would 
come home, they would share a few words and go about their own activities. Tonight was slightly different in 
the fact that Steve was face down in the bed, clutching the sheets. Joe was behind him thrusting rougher 
than he usually did. Steve did climax regardless but he had to tighten his hold on the sheets when Joe's 
thrusts seemed to only get harder. He gasped when Joe finally reached his climax and remained there after 
Joe got up. He did tear a little bit so he immediately healed himself and closed his eyes. He only opened his 
eyes when he heard the small gasp and looked up. Joe pulled him up and checked him over with concern 


expressed over his face. 

"Are you okay?" 

"Of course, why wouldn't | be, Joe?" 

"There's blood on your thighs." 

Steve mentally cursed himself for not cleaning that up and shook his head. Joe's protective hold on him 
loosened and immediately, he began cleaning his lover himself. Then he pulled Steve back into his arms and held 


him as if he felt he were going to lose him. 


"There's no good excuse, love, but | am sorry. | ‘ave been stressed lately and it's getting to me. You should 
‘ave said something instead of letting me go on though." 


| know you have, Joe, and | would ‘ave if it really got unbearable but it was nothing | couldn't handle. | promise 


I'm okay and | promise you caused me no trauma." 

Joe nodded and sighed as Steve closed his eyes but opened him the minute he caught the scent of someone 
else near. Judging by the way Joe sat up, he seemed to catch on to the other scent too. Steve moved away 
and pulled his clothes on as Joe did the same and turned to find Viv standing there. Joe sighed in relief but in 
the same breath, he wondered why didn't recognize it as Vivian's scent. 


| couldn't recognize..." 


"| used a disguiser; | was testing it out. Its something the Sovacists are testing for everyone in the section so 
if we venture out, we can't be detected" 


"It works..! mean | could detect someone near but | couldn't detect who or if you were even vampire or not 
Viv nodded. "That's the purpose." 


"Anyhow, ‘Ow are you holding up?" 


"l'm alive and that's what's important. David has discovered who was behind the murder and he won't let me in 
on it. | want you to do two things for me, Joseph. The first is find out who did this and the second is give me 
a place to hide out. | think | will take you up on the offer of hiding out for a while." 


| can do both but first, ‘Ow would | explain to Coverdale when he realizes you know?" 


"He knows me and he probably expects I'll find out somehow. That's why he's been literally trying to keep me in 
his estate. | had to sneak past him, which l'm sure he's realized I'm gone now." 


Joe was hesitant about answering but he nodded nonetheless. "He's already told me who did it, he just hasn't 


told me where they are." 

"Who was it?" Viv asked, growling low. "Mustaine, right?" 

"For once, no, but it was members within the Pikashni section You see, Mustaine insulted you, complained about 
you and all of us really and some members of the Pikashni section must have decided to make themselves look 
big for Mustaine. | don't know why they did ithonestly. Anyway, their names are Liam and Jake and | saw 
pictures of them that the watchers of our section took. It's a bit difficult to describe so drink from me." 

Viv stepped close to Joe and bit down against his neck without hesitation. The more he saw, the angrier he got 
but he did pull back. As angry as he was, he couldn't stay mad with his child and Steve here. He brushed his 
thumb over Joe's neck to heal the wound his fangs created. 

"Now, | can get you a hideout-" 

"Joe, this storage is big, right?" 

"You don't even ‘ave to ask, you know it is. If you want to stay ‘ere, you know you can. Outside that door we 
use as the front door, there's several doors we can redesign as rooms. Also, | can knock out one of these 
walls and connect it to this apartment." 

Viv nodded, slowly, trying to control his anger. "I would like that." 


"Vivian, if you go on a run for them, I'm not going to stop you, but you know l'm going with you, right?" 


"I'd ‘ave it no other way." 


Coverdale and Sav didn't see much of Vivian for the next couple of months. He would come home only to leave 
again and he seemed distant when he did come back. Sav was starting to miss him but he knew his beloved 
was still grieving over his lost child. The only thing Coverdale did know was Viv was making a string of random 


kills and he was being helped by Joe and Steve. The one thing that concerned Coverdale was one of them was 


getting ‘kill-happy' and he couldn't imagine it being Viv or Joe. 

Steve gazed at the restaurant from a high rooftop and watched Joe walk in with a female. He had seen Joe 
with her a lot lately and he was growing tired of Joe lying to him about it. It didn't even bother him that Joe 
was seeing anyone else, especially since vampires did have double lives; It bothered him that he was lying about 
it. Steve stood there for what seemed like forever until Joe left and then jumped off the building. Within 
minutes, the restaurant went up in flames and Steve escaped the back way. He ended up atop a nearby building 
and a few minutes later, Viv contacted Joe. 

‘Find Stephen; he burned down the Heston restaurant. He's going to attract attention we don't need! 

Joe groaned and ruffled his own hair. ‘You got it, Viv: 

Steve gazed down at the blazing flames as fire fighters attempted to control it. He listened to the sounds of 
yelling, screaming, and the whistling of the window. He closed his eyes as footsteps from behind him moved 
closer but he didn't move. 

"You knew where to find me, how?" 

"I always know where to find you, Stevie, you're my childe.” 

"Hm. | ‘spose that's true; | don't know why | asked but anyhow, you smell of sex." 

"Mhm, and you smell of death. Are you out of your damn mind?" 

"Not really but | thought it could use a little remodeling.” 


"A little remodeling eh?" Joe chuckled. "I think you fucked up a bit. Don't fuck up again, Stephen" 


"Who are you to give me orders?" Steve asked, turning. "Why don't you run back to your sex filled bed with 


her?" 


Steve didn't see it coming but out of nowhere, Joe swung his fist across Steve's face. The impact caused 


Steve to stumble and look up in surprise at the angered expression across Joe's face. 
"Straighten yourself and wipe that damn blood." 


Steve automatically straightened his posture and wiped the blood from his lips as he lowered his gaze. It was 


an automatic reaction; after all, Joe was his creator. 
"Shoot off your mouth again, | dare you." 


"I'd rather not." 


“That's what | thought," Joe snickered. "I feel like I'm dealing with a child" 

‘lam your childe.” 

"You know what | mean, now why are you acting out?" 

‘lm angry you're lying to me; why don't you trust me?" 

"lm not lying" 

"Yes you are, Joe," Steve interrupted. "Who is she? Who are you seeing?" 

"Steve, I'm not-" 

"Stop lying to me, God damn it. The funny thing is | probably wouldn't ‘ave been so angry if you told me the 
truth from the start. | can't say I'd be thrilled but | wouldn't ‘ave taken it the way | did. You started sneaking 
off and lying about where you been though and that's what angers me the most. It's the lying, Joe, you're not 
honest with me anymore." 

"Steve, just stop." 

"Then tell me the truth, you damn arsehole. Who..is..she?" 

Joe didn't answer right away. "Her name is Emma" 

"Now we're getting somewhere. How did you meet her?" 

"I didn't originally start out looking for another lover..in fact, | was looking for a surrogate for Vivian and | met 
her at a diner. | liked her because she had a certain spark about her. | found myself going to the diner every 
night and | realized | didn't want her to be Viv's surrogate, | wanted her to be with me. Now my stance on 
children hasn't changed much but | do think about it more since Viv's child was murdered and if | ever do 
change my mind, | want her as the surrogate." 

Steve felt like his mind was spinning out of control with the thoughts going in his head. On one end, he was glad 
Joe finally admitted the truth but now he felt betrayed that Joe lied to him all this time. Betrayal. Such a 
hurtful feeling and he found it amusing he was more damaged by the lying than Joe actually having another 
lover. 


"You lied to me this whole time over that?" 


"Look how you're reacting now." 


"Do you blame me?" Steve asked, narrowing his eyes and pulling away from Joe's touch. "I would ‘ave accepted 
your choice and that's what's the funniest part of it all. l'm more hurt by the lying and by the fact that you 
felt you couldn't trust me enough to tell me the truth. What is a relationship without trust?" 


| do trust you but some things are better left unsaid until you're ready to hear them. After everything | do 


for you; you do this. | don't want to talk about this anymore, now stop making a scene and let's go." 


Steve raised his brows before lowered them. Joe was trying to turn this on him now and to say Steve was 
displeased was an understatement. "I'm done." 


"What?" 

"I'm done, Joe." 

"What is that supposed to mean?" 

"Exactly how it sounds. You don't get to lie to me and then try to turn it on me. I'm done, Joe." 

"Steve, wait-" 

"No, I'm leaving and you'll be fine, Joe. Go back to Emma, I'm sure she's waiting.” 

Steve left without another word as Joe cursed and yelled out in frustration Meanwhile, Steve went back to 


the hideout, gathered a few things and left with the few bags he took. He picked up his son since he could use 
a little cheering up and left. He learned a few things from Joe so he found a hideout and chose to hide there. 


Reality Hits Hard 
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It was the middle of the day and Steve turned to find nobody in the bed. It wasn't just a dream; it was real 
and it really happened. He really did leave Joe and his lover truly did leave him feeling betrayed. He closed his 


eyes for a minute and took a few breaths before he opened his eyes. 
"Dada..." 
"Hm?" Steve responded to Luke's whines before getting up. "I'm coming, chipmunk." 


Luke had grown so much in the last few months. Steve was sort of nostalgic, especially now that he was 
talking and walking now. Steve couldn't be prouder of his son though and he had his family to thank for helping 
him with the raising of Luke. 


He allowed Luke to hang out near him since he didn't want to change his daily schedule. Steve found he couldn't 
sleep anyway and it was probably due to the fact that he wasn't used to sleeping alone. 


What have | done? 
Wait. t was his fault anyway so why am | feeling guilty? 


Steve knew all that was true but he couldn't help but miss Joe and the fact that he cut him off made it 
worse. Steve turned his attention back to Luke but when he looked at where Luke's toys were, he didn’t find 
his son. He sat up. He got off the bed and looked around the place for the boy but when he couldn't find him, 
he began to panic. He moved back into the lounge and saw the door open. He must not have shut it right 
because there is no way Luke could open it and he knew for a fact nobody knew where this place was. He 
grabbed a jacket and darted out to search for his son. He looked around frantically and spotted Luke wobbling 
after a butterfly. The probably was why he was walking straight for the street. Steve darted after him and 
just before he could step foot on the road, he grabbed his small son. He winced as the sun started to take 
effect and instead of going back inside, he headed straight for his mother's safe house. 


"Mum, | think it's better if he stays with you right now. He nearly ran into the street chasing an oncoming 
butterfly. He fell down so he has some cuts." 


"Stevie, why didn't you lock your doors?" 


Steve looked hurt by that remark. "Sorry, momma, | guess I'm not a good parent" 


She sighed and turned to her son as Steve darted out. He returned to the hideout without feeding and locked 
the door before throwing the jacket to the ground. 


"Yeah, | remember to lock it now." 
He stepped on one of Luke's toys and cursed before picking it up and throwing it across the room. He sighed in 
frustration and moved to drop himself on the bed. Finally, he stopped prolonging and allowed a few frustrated 


tears to roll down his face before he wiped them away. He chuckled and then laughed before covering his face 


with his hands. 
"Why the hell am | crying? Why the hell am | so damn weak? What kind of guy cries?" 
He was talking to himself but he needed to get these thoughts out or they were torment him. He didn't sleep 


the rest of the day; it was after sunset when he finally got to sleep but that was okay because he was going 
to disappear for a while. It was better that way. 


Three weeks later, the Sovacist section held a meeting and everyone showed up. David couldn't help but glance 
at Vivian and notice how distracted he seemed to be. The meeting was about the Pikashni section and their 
actions as of late. Once the meeting ended, Viv headed for the door and Joe followed him. David couldn't help 
but notice that Steve was nowhere in sight, which meant something happened or they were fighting. Vivian 
seemed to be purposely ignoring him until he happened to glance at him and see how affectionate Sav and 
Coverdale seemed to be. 

"To ‘ell with Coverdale." 

Joe glanced back and sighed. "Let's go, Vivian" 


Viv only nodded and walked out the door with Joe. The only thing that stopped him was Coverdale's voice from 
the doors. He turned slowly and narrowed his eyes but made no attempt to approach David. 


"What do you want, Coverdale?" 
"Why are you avoiding me?" 
lm avoiding everyone." 


"| noticed..you're even avoiding your childe, Sav." 


Viv's hissed but said nothing at first. "I'm sure you're keeping him company." 
"What are you-" 


"I knew your charisma would charm him," Viv interrupted. "I just knew it and it peeves me that | allowed this 


to happen. Now you're warming his bed and you're closer to him than me." 

"What did you expect, Vivian? You cut us out and you just left. | expected you to be mad at me but you just 
left him too when he didn't do anything to you. You left just like that and there was no way | was going to 
leave him. So yes, we did grow closer and yes, | did fall in love with him." 

| wasn't going that far with my theories but it appears | didn't ‘ave to." 

"| may ‘ave betrayed you, Viv, but you betrayed him." 

Sav walked out and looked between Viv and David but said nothing. He swore Viv was about to lash out at 
David, especially with how Joe was edging closer to him. The only thing that stopped him was the sound of 
Joe's voice breaking the deafening tension. 

"Viv, just let it go." 

Viv pulled his arm back and turned his attention toward Sav. "Do you love me?" 

"OF course, Vivian, | never stopped." 

"Would you come with me?" 

"Where are we going?" 

"Away and in hiding." 

"Viv-" 

"Quiet David, I'm done with you," Viv interrupted. "Would you come, Sav?" 

Sav frowned and took a moment before he replied. "Vivian, can we talk about this?" 

Viv sucked in a breath and closed his eyes. "Just know, as your sire, | will always be available for you and as 
your love, | will always love you. Coverdale, | am done with you but you better take care of him or | will stake 


you out for the sun and watch you burn." 


David groaned and looked away. "Don't do this, Vivian" 


"I ‘ave nothing else to say; you've taken everything from me." 


Viv turned on his heels and walked away as Joe followed him. He walked about three miles until he reached the 


park area and stopped near a tree. He backed against the tree and slid down to the ground a sigh. 


"He wasn't entirely wrong; | did leave and | did leave Sav there with him. Really | should be relieved that he 
gave Sav love and care but my bitterness refuses to allow that. l'm still so angry at him; I'm just so angry at 
him. | thought | had forgiven him and | ‘spose | do still love him but | hate him too, Joe, | really hate him. My 
anger and bitterness refuses to let go of my lost child and | don't know if | could ever forgive him again. It 
might really be over this time; it might really be over with both of them. Enough of me, though, and to keep 
me sane, | will help you find Steve. | will say this, though, if you make any attacks, leave the hunter alone; he 
has saved my arse a few times. Do not harm James.” 


Joe sighed and let Viv talk since he felt his sire needed that. He sat down next to him and passed him a 
cigarette along with a lighter. 


Two days later, Steve woke up just after sunset but he found it hard to move these nights. He hadn't fed in a 
few days and the burn marks from a few days ago hadn't healed because of that so he was in pain. He turned 
over but this time, he didn't reach for anything. He had gotten used to being alone and therefore stopped 
reaching for Joe. He only lifted his head when he heard noise outside the door. He tried to push himself up and 
with a little struggle, he succeeded. He slowly moved through the lounge and into the kitchen. He heard 
someone lock-picking the door and suddenly the door popped open 


"Fuck!" Steve whispered, loudly. 

Steve looked around the kitchen and grabbed his black cloak before pulling it on. He was going to have to dart 
out the door to escape whoever this was. He couldn't even detect who it was because they were using a 
disquiser, which hides their scent. Steve darted into the lounge and rushed for the door but a hand grabbed 
his arm. 


"No. 


Steve struggled until he turned to see it was Joe and Viv. Joe's brows furrowed as he pulled the cloak off 
Steve and observed the damage. Steve raised his brows in surprise but Joe cleared his throat before the 
question could be asked. 


"You're not as good at hiding yourself when you're weak and not feeding, love." 


"Damn you, | thought you were Ritchie or someone. You can let go, l'm not going to run.fuck, it's painful to 
walk at this point." 


Joe did release his arm and watched Steve move back to the bed before he collapsed on it. "Why are you 


starving yourself?" 


Steve grumbled into the pillow before he explained everything. He explained the incident with his son and the 
words his mother said. He explained the guilt he felt and even the regret he felt for leaving Joe although he 
was still very upset with Joe. 


First of all, you could ‘ave come back anytime you wanted. Secondly, that was an accident, Steve." 


Firstly, there was no way | was going to fess up that | missed you.. minutes after | left you. I'm still pissed at 


you and secondly, it was an accident but one that could ‘ave gotten Luke killed” 


Joe sighed and kneeled down before pulled Steve to his neck. Steve resisted a little bit but eventually he gave 
in and bit down. Joe did push him back not too long after, though, and then Viv kneeled down. 


"You went too long without feeding. Vampires can technically survive even longer than this but this is too long 


for comfort so | want you to feed from me now." 
"Are you sure, Viv?" 
"Yes, | am." 


Steve slowly nodded and leaned in close before biting down. Vivian wrapped his arms around Steve to hold him 
steady. When he was sure Steve had enough, he pulled Steve back and nodded when he noticed Steve's burns 


and wounds healed. 


"Steve, what do | ‘ave to do to convince you to come back? Do you want me to leave her? | will if thats what 


it takes." 


Steve raised his brows. "Don't you get it? Its not even the relationship that bothered me although | wouldn't 
say | was ecstatic but you were upfront from the start about double and triple lives that vampires 
sometimes had so | would ‘ave accepted that. It's the lies; | asked you repeatedly if you were gaining interest in 
something or someone else and you repeatedly lied to me. You continuously said no and broke my trust, it was 
as if you didn't trust me enough to tell me or you thought | was too weak to know. | felt more betrayed by 
the lying than the fact that you were dating someone else you happened to develop something for." 


"| understand but Steve..l'm sorry," Joe said, simply. "That's all | can say. | ‘ave nothing else to say; everything 
you are telling me makes sense and | can't say | blame you but I'm sorry, love. You're right, | shouldn't ‘ave 


been lying to you and no excuse is a good excuse. Just come back with me, will you?" 


Steve looked down and glanced at Vivian but then returned his gaze. "Under one condition.no more lying, Joe. | 
want you to be honest with me for now on, | don't care what your reasons are. Just don't lie to me anymore, 


never again." 


Joe only nodded as Steve finally moved into his arms and accepted his comfort. Joe whispered in Steve's ear 
and warned him not to mention Sav or Coverdale in front of Vivian. He let Steve go and helped him pack some 
things before returning to their original hideout. Then Joe and Viv started plotting which one of the empty 


rooms they would use for Vivian 


"This place was an old storage building and then it was changed to a factory and office building until it was 
abandoned completely. | checked the property and made sure it was safe before | converted this small space 
into our own little apartment. As you can see, over half the building is still empty and needs to be renovated 


so you can ‘ave any part of it that you want but if you'd like, you can take one of the rooms next to us." 


Viv only nodded as he mused over his options. He stood outside the door of the room Joe chose for Steve and 
him and glanced down the hall. He turned his head slowly and glanced at each door before proceeding toward 
one. Joe followed after him but he made sure to allow Vivian to lead Viv pressed the door open and looked 


around the room with a frown. 

"It could use a good cleaning." 

Joe raised his eyebrows. "Yes, it certainly could" 

Viv walked around the room and looked to see how much room there was before he returned. He nodded his 
head in approval only to receive one in return. Joe began talking about his plans of knocking out the wall so 


they could connect the two rooms unless Viv wanted his own private space. If that were the case, then they 


could build in a kitchenette and put in locks. Viv only nodded to all the plans but said nothing more. 


Confrontations and Revenge 


Author's Notes: 
Very special thanks to Augustine for checking over my work. If | missed anything, its my fault only for 


clumsily missing over something. 


Marked adult for some brutal violence. 


It took a matter of a month to have Viv's section of the hideout renovated and remodeled to his taste. Viv 
decided to go ahead and leave the door in but also connected a door to Joe's place so they could reach each 
other if they needed. Viv also put locks on the door that connected to Joe's room so they could have their 
privacy as well. Vivian hid himself completely from David and kept Sav from finding him but made it so he 
could find Sav. 

Viv raised his gaze from the ground when he heard Sav calling his name. He could never stay away from him 
for too long so he agreed to meet him at the park like always. He stood up as Sav ran straight into his arms 
and slowly wrapped his arms around him. 

| should punch you, Vivian." 

"Why don't you, love?" 


"Because | choose not to seek violence against you. Now where ‘ave you been?" 


"I chose to go into hiding for a while and Joe has given me a nice place to hide out. | could never resist your 


calls, though, you know that." 
"And you thought it was worth it to leave me, am | right?" 


"Not exactly. There wasn't a day that went by that | didn't think about you, but you seemed as if you wanted 


to stay with David and | am not one to force you. You know that just as well as | do." 
"Why did you leave in the first place?" 
"To get away from David." 


"Why?" 


"Because | still feel betrayed by him," Viv replied, quickly. "He didn't kill my child but if he didn't force this on 
me, then it wouldn't ‘ave happened in the first place. | resent him and my bitterness refuses to let that go. | 
am still so angry at him; l'm just so angry and hurt" 

"Yet you still think about him." 


"As | mentioned before, love makes you do and think stupid things. Where is the bastard now?" 


"Back at the house but | did tell him I'd chat with you about speaking with him. Viv, you should at least speak 


with him without fighting with him and you shouldn't ‘ave left me due to an assumption you made on your 


own. 
Viv mused on the words before he nodded. "You're right, | shouldn't ‘ave." 


"Now will you please talk to him? Do it for me but | want you to know that | love your stubborn Irish arse no 


matter how much of a shite you're acting like." 


Viv chuckled but before he could say anything, Sav leaned in for a kiss, which caught Viv by surprise. When 
Sav pulled back, he smiled at the look at Viv's face. 


"Now will you at least talk and try to be civil?" 


“Alright, darlin’, but on my terms, we meet ‘ere," Viv chuckled but suddenly cursed. "Gods, I'm sounding like him 


now. It doesn't matter, call him and bring him ‘ere." 

Sav chuckled as well and nodded. Viv moved away and chose to lean against the nearest tree. Sav moved next 
to him and they waited until David did show up. Viv didn't look up right away but when he finally did, he allowed 
his eyes to meet David's eyes. 

"You look good, Viv." 

"So do you." 

| know you're still angry with me and you ‘ave every right, but | do miss you, Vivian" 

Viv lowered his gaze to the ground and nodded as sighed. "If I'm being honest, | did miss you too." 


"I know you're in hiding and | won't ask where your hideout is but can we at least try to work this out?" 


Viv raised his gaze and opened his mouth to respond but decided that it was best not to say anything yet. He 


gave it a few more actions of silence before he finally responded. "I'm still so angry at you." 


"l expect as much, but Vivian, you're really not giving me a chance to make it up to you. Look, you don't ‘ave 
to move back to my home but at least give me a chance to make it up to you. Let's start slow..maybe we 


meet up a few times a week and you see if you can stand to forgive me." 


Viv raised his eyebrows in surprise but he was actually considering this option and because of it, he parted his 
lips. Viv didn't expect David to push him against the tree and kiss him but he didn't fight it either. When the 
kiss broke off, Viv didn't realize he had closed his eyes until he opened them. 


"Always using that charm, aren't you Coverdale?" 

"Always, darlin 

"Alright then, we'll play things your way but | make no promises: 
"That's fine, all | ask is for a chance 


Vivian nodded and the minute David pulled back, he felt something wrong. Apparently Viv sensed it too because 


he frowned and pulled Sav close to him. 
"Aim for Vivian." 


They heard the voice and quickly David turned his attention toward his Irish love. Viv grabbed Sav and tossed 
him to the ground harder than he meant to. The toss saved Sav from being hit because immediately after, 
three loud bangs rang out and hit Viv all three times. He didn't scream or even cry out; he merely gasped 
loudly and fell to the ground. Suddenly the park flooded with Pikashni section vampires and David had no time to 
tend to Vivian. There was so much noise around him, Viv couldn't focus on one thing and he didn't even realize 
that the Sovacist section had showed up or that so much time had passed. 


"They wanted me dead," Viv said to nobody in particular. "Well maybe they got that wish." 


He looked up and he didn't expect to see the men who killed his surrogate and his unborn child. He hissed and 
used his strength to jump at Jake but his partner, Liam, grabbed him. Jake smirked and flicked Vivian's hair 
out of his face with his finger. 


"Time to join your child, Vivian." 


Jake bit into Vivian's neck as Liam held him. Finally, Vivian did cry out which caught David's attention. David 
finished the man he was handling as the Pikashni gang started backing up. David grabbed Liam by the hair, only 
to receive scratches to the face. David let go instantly and Liam darted as Viv hit madness and struck Jake. He 
jerked him by the hair and jammed his fingers into Jake's eyes, ignoring his screams. He reached in Jake's 
mouth and ripped his fangs out before ripping his hair out. David knew what he was doing; he was torturing 
the man. It was considering the worst punishment to a vampire to have your fangs ripped out because no 


matter how much blood you drank, you couldn't heal or regrow those. Now, if Jake lived, he would have to be 


given blood through a syringe or an IN. 

"Payback is severe, arsehole." David swore Viv's voice had never been that low. 

Viv's eyes lowered and he ripped open the man's pants but Jake seemed to fight at this point. It did no good 
against Viv's madness, though, and he seemed to be in a bad state which worried David since he was only 
standing because the adrenaline from his madness was keeping him up. 

"Payback is severe indeed" 

Viv reached in Jake's pant and twisted his hands clockwise. The screams were sickening but David let him finish. 
Viv twisted and the sounds of ripping and skin tearing were something he heard before but knowing what part 
of the body it was; it made him cringe. Finally, Viv pulled his bloodied hands out and gazed at his hands for the 
longest time. Some of the injuries he gave Jake were ones that would never heal and no amount of blood could 
change that. 

"David..." 


Viv's voice seemed to be returning back to normal and David suspected he was hitting the shock phase now. 


Vivian would have hit the ground if David didn't catch him. 
"Come on, Sav, let's go." 


Sav nodded and followed David back to his mansion as the Sovacists took care of the mess left at the Park. 


David contacted Joe through telepathy and rushed Viv to his estate. 
"Sav, clear the dining table off" 


Sav nodded and quickly cleared the table of everything. David set Vivian on the table and lightly tapped his face 


to keep him awake. 
"Don't you close your eyes, Vivian. | demand you stay awake with me; do you hear me?" 
Viv turned his head and spit out blood with a gasp. "l..hear..you.." 


David quickly grabbed his things as Joe ran in with syringes and IV packs. Steve walked in behind him with a 
bag full of blood packages. 


"Your message got through to me; | ‘spose it was the urgency that pushed through my blocking abilities or 
the fact that | wasn't trying too hard to block anyone out. Whichever the case, | brought the syringes and IV 


equipment.” 


"It was probably both," David nodded. "If he jerks up, | need you to hold him down, Joe. Sav, | want you to do 


your best at keeping him awake and keeping him from choking on his vomit. Steve, open two blood packages and 


one IV bag; also open one syringe and after, run up to the bedroom to grab a pillow.’ 


When he returned, Joe was holding Vivian down as David inserted the IV needle in his vein. Viv didn't cry out 
but he gasped and slowly closed his eyes despite Sav's pleas. 


"Viv, don't leave me. Viv? l'm losing him, David" Sav smacked Viv's face gently. 


David cursed and hooked the IV up to the blood package as Steve placed the pillow under Vivian's head. David 
backhanded Viv, which shocked Sav but it caused Viv to gasp. David was actually trying to keep Viv alive; he 
wasn't trying to hurt him. Viv couldn't open his eyes but he did furrow his brows to signal he was alive. David 
turned his attention to Viv's wound and began to dig for the bullet. Viv cried out but eventually went silent and 
jerked forward. Joe held him down and Steve abruptly slit his wrist. Sav seemed to catch on to what he was 
doing and tilted Viv's head back. Steve pressed his wrist to Viv's lips and allowed the drops to enter Viv's 


mouth. 


Steve caught Joe's stare. "The blood isn't reaching him fast enough and what blood he is receiving isn't enough, 


Joe. 
Joe glanced at David, who nodded, and then looked back at Steve. "Alright" 
"Just don't feed him too much," David said. "Otherwise, you risk him vomiting it back up." 


David pulled one bullet out, followed by a second bullet, but he struggled with the third bullet. Steve pulled his 
arm back only to press it against Viv's lips again. Steve finally pulled his wrist back as Viv finally opened his 
eyes and cried out in pain David hissed and dug a little deeper until he finally reached the third bullet. 


"Stay with me, Viv." 
"David..." 
"Vivian, stay with me, do you hear me? Vivian? Viv?" 


Viv finally lost consciousness as David pulled the third UV bullet from his body. The last thing Vivian 


remembered was his name being called. 


Vivian didn't regain consciousness right away but when he finally did, it was too quiet for comfort. He pressed 
his hands down and realized they placed some type of bed mat under him but he figured he was still on the 
dining room table. He slowly opened his eyes to confirm he was still indeed in the dining room. He glanced over 
at one arm and noticed the IV still in place and followed the tube up to the blood bag. He assumed he hadn't 
fully healed so he stayed still and looked around to see David had blocked out anything that could bring light in 


So Viv figured he had been out of it over a day for sure. 

"How long was | out?" 

He heard shifting from somewhere. "Two days." 

"Why am | not healed yet?" 

"The bullets you were shot with were UV reflective bullets drenched with poison so they caused the damage 
and reflected it throughout your insides, hence the name. Your body had a difficult time accepting the blood 
for a while." 

"David..l'm going to vomit," Viv hissed. "Help me up." 

David was quick to bring a bucket to his side. He helped Viv sit up and immediately Viv leaned over and vomited 
in the bucket. He cursed softly, only to vomit again until he was finally done. He laid back down as David took 
care of the bucket and joined his side. 

"How do you feel?" 

"Awful, David, but at least | can keep awake now." 

"Are you going to go back into hiding?" 

"What would you suggest?” 


"I think it could be good while you're healing, darlin’ but | will warn you of one thing. That is if something goes 


wrong, | want you to come back ‘ere." 
"Too much effort," Viv said, noticing that David seemed disappointed with that answer which meant he was 
assuming Viv would leave. "I'll just stay ‘ere; its easier that way. I'm not fully healed obviously and you're 


skilled to aid me if something goes wrong in my recovery process. Consider this part of your second chance 
but David, I'd rather not sleep on a table." 


David looked surprised but he nodded as he pulled Vivian into his arms. Viv did hug back this time and once he 
let go, David kissed him against the lips. 


David muttered against his lips. "Your torture on Jake did a number to him." 
"It was intended to." 


David could hear the venom in Viv's voice. "You accomplished your goal, darlin’, he committed suicide by waiting 


out for the sun; it wasn't a quick death either but | can confirm he did die." 


Viv said nothing but David could feel the grip on his shirt tighten. He pulled Vivian closer and stroked his hair 
gently. Eventually he did move Vivian into a guest room and set his IV bag next to him. As much as he wanted 


Viv to be in his bedroom, he knew Viv needed his own space and plus, it was best for his recovery. 


Steve dropped the man onto the ground as Joe pushed himself off the wall and took care of the body. Steve 
closed his eyes and savored the taste of blood until he heard Joe returning. He slowly opened his eyes and 
followed him out of the alley. 

"Joe, has Coverdale said anything about Vivian?" 

"Mhm. He just contacted me not too long ago and Viv woke up about an hour ago. David moved him to a quest 


room so he could recover there but he's still injured and that's due to the bullets; they were UV reflective 
bullets and they were poisoned. David didn't get all the poison out, unfortunately.” 


"Why not?" 


"If he kept digging, he could've killed Vivian so he stopped digging in his skin. Now that Viv is awake, he can 


probably remove the poison now." 


"Well that's good at least. | did worry for him this time..| mean they ‘ave targeted him before but this was a 
pretty bad attack this time." 


"Yes, it was, and | was concerned as well." 


Steve gasped when Joe slammed him against the wall just in time to avoid gunfire. Steve glanced around him 


and then looked at Joe, who looked back at him in concern. 
lm okay, Joe, but we should get out of ‘ere." 
Joe nodded and immediately they darted back down the alley. They took the opposite exit and left. Joe wasn't 


one to run from a fight but he didn't want Steve involved in this and he wasn't about to risk Ritchie getting a 


hold of his lover again. 


Repairing and Forgiving 
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After David removed all the poison and removed the IV bags, Vivian was finally able to heal himself completely. 
After, David left for an important event but Viv knew where he went: the hospital. He stayed there for quite 


some time and his child, Haylie Sarabeth Coverdale, was born 


One week later, Viv sat in the recliner, reading a magazine when he heard David's daughter crying. He slowly 
lifted his head and set the magazine down. He exited the guest room and slowly approached the nursery room 


before glancing in. 
"Your father is in the loo; he'll be ‘ere shortly." 


He didn't know why he was speaking to her; it wasn't as if she could understand him. He slowly proceeded 
toward her bassinet and glanced in. He refused to even look at her for longer than a few seconds up until now 
because it brought pain to him, knowing that his child would be here if everything had played out right. He 
slowly reached down and pulled Haylie into his arms. Her small fingers clutched his shirt as he closed his eyes 
and gasped softly. He sucked in a breath and tried to prevent his emotions from being exposed. It was doing no 
good, though; he released the breath he was holding and placed his right hand against her head gently. Soft 
gasps escaped his lips and David knew he was crying in that moment. David watched from the door for a few 


minutes but made no movement forward. 

I'm so sorry," Viv whispered. "I'm just so sorry, sweetie." 

"Vivian, darling-" 

"Take her, David" 

David proceeded forward and Vivian gently handed the baby to him. Viv hung his head low so David wouldn't 
see his tears but David could feel his internal pain. Viv rushed out of the nursery and moved back to the 


guest room before shutting the door gently. David took care of his daughter's needs and went to the room 


Vivian was using. Viv was gazing out the window with his arms crossed across his chest. 


"Where's Sav?" 


David shut the door, quietly. "He's at another Sovacist section gathering; he's taken quite a liking to the 


section" 

"He has always liked those types of things with those like himself; I'm glad." 

"So am |. Are you alright, darlin?" 

"OF course,” Viv answered with a chuckle and then shook his head. "It just hurts to see her but she's beautiful, 
David. | blamed you because you were there and | know | ‘ave said this many times but its true. It just hurt 
me so much and | almost couldn't take it. You were there and you-" 

David grabbed Vivian and pulled him into his arms. "You don't need to explain anything to me, Vivian" 

"Do a few favors for me." 

Ill do as many favors as you want, darlin’, what is it you need?" 

Viv chuckled and pulled himself from David's hold. "Always using that charm, aren't you?" 

"Always." 

"Never go behind my back and do anything like that again If | discuss something, it doesn't mean I'm going to 
do it, its just because | want your opinion on it, so unless | specifically say do it..don't do it. | know you had 
your reasons and now that | can see clearly, you were looking out for me, but just don't." 

“That is one promise | can make, darlin’; nothing like that will happen again." 

"Secondly, Jake may be dead but Liam isn't and he's caused me a great deal of pain." 

"Say no more, darlin’, | will take care of it as soon as possible." 

"Good," Viv nodded. "Thirdly, | think | will try at children again so keep an eye on a surrogate but do not 
impregnate her yet. Not until | give the word, and only then, but do keep an eye out. Lastly, | want to move 


back in" 


‘| will keep an eye out and you ‘ave my word that | will not make the call until you are ready. As for moving 


in, you know you don't ‘ave to ask me for permission, | want you ‘ere with me and Sav does too." 


Viv nodded and smiled slightly as David felt a sense of relief. He finally got Vivian back and at least, it seemed 


as if he was forgiven for his past actions. 


David wasted no time in going after Liam and once he found him, he ripped out his ability to ever have sex 
again and then tied him down for the sun to catch him. He never told Vivian that his former surrogate was 


raped by Liam but he had a feeling Viv already knew, which was why he tortured Jake in his place. 

Once he finished with Liam, he started keeping his eyes out for women and merely looked down at his 
newspaper when he thought they were catching on Finally, he did return to his estate to find Vivian in the 
lounge with a glass of wine, stroking Sav's hair. Viv glanced up and set his glass of wine down before moving 
his hand from Sav's hair. 

‘lm ready for what you ‘ave to tell me." 

"Liam is taken care of." 


Viv said nothing at first but he did eventually nod. "Thank you, love." 


"As for women, | did keep my eyes open and one in particular caught my eye. She had a certain beauty, 


elegance, and strength | didn't see in the others; her name is Victoria but | made no moves as promised" 
Sav looked between Viv and David with furrowed brows. Nobody had told him what was going on but of course, 
he had been spending a lot of time with the section. He grew quite fond of them and vice versa, so he spent a 


lot of time at their sanctum. 


Viv chuckled and stroked Sav's hair again. "| expressed interest in fathering but this time, on my terms. | am 
not guaranteeing it but it is a possibility.” 


"Really?" 
"Yes, Sav, really." 


| would be delighted if you chose to; however, if you choose not to, | am just delighted to ‘ave you home 


again" 


Viv smiled and nodded but said nothing more on the subject. 


Vivian disappeared not long after the conversation and didn't return until right before sunset. The next week 
became somewhat like it was before Vivian left the first time. So when he walked in the door, David glanced up 
and sighed. Sav lowered his book and sighed also as Viv raised his brows. 


David closed his eyes and raised his head. "Are you angry?" 

"No, should | be?" 

"No, well, | mean you keep disappearing and you-wait..you smell of..sex." 

Sav raised his brows. "My goodness, you do smell of sex, who are you shagging?" 

"Victoria," Viv answered, honestly. "It was only once." 

"Are you in love with her?" 

"No" 

"Why did you shag her?" 

It was a spur in the moment thing and that's where | been going the last week. | been trying to get to know 
her and vice versa, she knows what | am and she knows what | want. It was a trade for a trade; she just 
wanted to feel someone close so | shagged her and | decided now that Liam is dead, | would do this now and 


take her to the sperm bank. She agreed, that's all, and if you don't believe me, you may try my blood to see 
the truth in it.” 


Sav didn't need to try his blood, he knew Vivian was telling the truth. Viv was a lot of things but a liar was 
hardly one of them and David felt the same way. Not to mention, Viv's tone remained flat and almost careless 


when he spoke of her so David knew he was telling the truth. 


"| figured it was something like that, you Irish arsehole, all you had to do was say that." Sav chuckled and went 
back to his book. 


"| ‘spose | should ‘ave said something but | figured it wasn't worth the mention until | actually did it. | will make 


mention next time, Sav, David." 
"Be sure that you do, darlin." 
David chuckled and went back to his drink. 


Vampires were odd creatures and had weird ways of thinking, indeed. Humans would find this disgusting and 
even unforgivable but vampires lived more brutal lives and learned what something ‘unforgiving’ truly was; 
therefore, things like these weren't such a big deal. Not all vampires did these things and some vampires hated 
it but when you live forever, you learn more important reasons to hate someone. You learn different ways to 
live your life and sometimes that did involve things like this. 


At some point, Viv left the estate and returned to the park. Joe met him there; he demanded to be there 
when Viv finally met the hunter face to face. Viv closed his eyes as Joe enjoyed his cigarette and they waited 
in silence. Viv didn't have to open his eyes to know James was there; he could sense the change in the air and 
he could smell the scent. 

"You did actually come." 

| said | would." 

Viv opened his eyes. "So you did. | ‘ave to know, why did you spare my life?" 

"Straight to the point, eh?" James snickered. "I heard your little conversation not long ago with one of the 
vampires about my history. Don't ask me why that stuck, but it did, and don't hold that to me or I'll blow your 
fuckin’ brains out here." 

"Fair enough." 


"| could ask you the same question, though; you had plenty of chances to kill me." 


| found your logic for wanting vampires dead reasonable and | can't say | wouldn't feel the same in your 
position Besides, | find you more useful alive rather than dead if I'm honest with you, hunter." 


"Same," he chuckled. "I hope you know | don't plan to keep Mustaine alive, though, but | have a feeling there's 


no love lost." 


"You and | have a common foe but there is a reason | wanted to meet with you aside from the chit-chat. | 


thought providing information could benefit us both." 


"I can find my own information, Irish boy." James smirked when Viv raised his brows. "I proved it to ya. What 


information could you possibly have that | don't already know?" 


"Mustaine is with the Pikashni section and he's not the only one to watch for anymore. The Pikashni section 


are going atter hunters as well as my section, the Sovacists." 


James narrowed his eyes. "All right, so you got me. If you're so willing to share information, what do you want 


in return?" 


"The same and that your hunters don't target us. I'm well aware you can't control other hunter organizations 


but keep your guys off us." 


James seemed to think this through and after a minute, he nodded. "AIl right, | can agree to those terms but 
if | think there's any funny stuff going on, I'll shoot a bullet through your brain faster than you can blink" 


"Fair enough but the same goes the other way." 
"Deal then" 


Viv shook his hand and turned on his heel as Joe followed after his sire. 


Steve sat in bed with a magazine and sweats on; Joe didn't bother on redressing after their passionate love 


making session not long ago. Steve flipped through the page of the magazine and finally glanced at Joe. 
"Does the devil exist?" 

"What kind of question is that, Steve?" 

"A curious one; does he? How do you know your answer is right?" 


"That's what you think of after we shag? Really?" Joe chuckled. "Yes, the devil exists; | know because Viv has 


told me and he knows because he was taught by his sire as well." 
"What is his real name then? Why don't we see him on earth then? I've always questioned this... 


"Continue to question it, love, because not everything you read is true. Some Hebrew texts suggest his name in 
Heaven was Samuel and they would be right but he is known as many things..Lucifer being one of them. God 
forbids him to ever set foot on earth; therefore, he cannot. What is causing all these questions? This is 


random, | must say." 


"Actually, an article about some religious group," Steve smirked. "It actually had nothing to do with you, love.. 


see for yourself” 


Steve showed Joe the magazine and let him read the article. Joe snickered and handed the magazine back, while 
shaking his head. He said nothing else on the matter. 


Some Myths are Facts 
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After receiving a telepathic call from Vivian, Joe and Steve went to David's estate and met Vivian in the lounge 
for some wine. Steve figured he just wanted to check up on things but Joe knew better; Viv had a reason for 


calling them. 
"ls something wrong, Vivian?" 


"Well, that depends, but we did just get back from the Sovacists meeting today. They send their regards, by 


the way." Viv paused. "Anyhow, we got back and | do ‘ave some news about Steve." 
"Steve?" Joe frowned. "What about him? Do they know something?" 


"They do indeed, and it appears some myths are not myths at all, but are actually facts. This affects Sav as 


well” 

"Myths? What?” 

Steve sucked in a breath. "The eternal innocence" 

"Exactly. It turns out i's not a myth at all, but a fact as | just said’ 
"Why am | eternally innocent while Joe is not? Is it just random?" 


‘In a sense, yes, but it's not entirely understood yet." 


"If this is all true, why am | not dead yet? Why haven't they killed me?" 


"Yes, wouldn't they want him dead?" Joe nearly echoed the question 


If you die, then so does your bloodline." 


Steve sighed and closed his eyes. "I'm more useful alive." 


"Exactly. They wouldn't try to kill you after capturing you; they'd keep you alive but use you for whatever 


they wanted to. In Ritchie's case, sexual pleasure and feedings." 


Steve opened his eyes and shook his head. He started to back up but Joe grabbed his arm and pulled him into 
his embrace. Steve felt Joe's hold tighten slightly as his breath hitched. 


"Why haven't they gone after Sav? Not that | want them to." 


"They ‘ave but | killed that man. Then tonight, they were following him but they didn't attack him yet. That 


being said, they are taking notice in him too." 


"Don't run, Stevie, it's dangerous out there." 


Steve slowly nodded and took a deep breath as Joe held him close so he wouldn't run off. Steve had no 
intentions of running off though. 


Sav exited the Sovacist section sanctum and walked across the park. He heard a whistle and turned to see Al, 
and he was prepared to fight him. The only thing that stopped him was when several other Pikashni members 
appeared. He darted in the opposite direction but the Pikashni members were quick to follow him. Sav stopped 
abruptly when one of the guys jumped in front of him and stabbed him with a broken bottle. Sav hissed and 
slashed his hand across the man's face. The vampire cried out and took a few steps backward. Sav took off 
running again and ran into a section of trees and bushes. Sav liked this park because it did have a little wooded 
area someone could escape to. He stopped in his tracks when he came face to face with a wolf, but instead of 
going after him, the wolf ran past him. He fell over a stump in the ground and heard the wolf tackle the 


Pikashni man to the ground. He winced as he heard the cries and finally started to wonder where the hell a 
wolf would come from. The cries did finally stop and the wolf seemingly disappeared. 


"Save" 


Sav glanced up to see Junior and sighed in relief. "Thank gods it's just you." 


"lm sorry | didn't come sooner or | would have sent the wolf sooner." 


"Ah, so that was you, was it?" 


"Yes, l'm a gangrel, remember? Animals are my specialty.’ 


"Ah that's right," Sav said, and then hissed as he looked down at his wound. "I was hit with a bottle..| suspect 


pieces of glass are still in me. I'm as knowledgeable as Coverdale is." 


Junior knelt down and lifted Sav's shirt with a frown He pulled off his scarf and pressed it against Sav's wound. 


Then he stood up and glanced toward the direction Sav came in. 


Its better if | don't exit that way just in case but I'll bring back Coverdale. Is he still at your section sanctum 


or is he at his sanctum?" 


"He's still at the sanctum." 


"Hang tight, Sav, I'll get him." 


Sav nodded as Junior darted off and headed for the Sovacists sanctum in time to see David Coverdale exiting 
with another member of the Sovacists. He glanced up and smirked when he saw Junior but stopped the other 


member from attacking Junior since he had taken him under his wing. 


"How're are you, Junior? What brings you 'ere?" 


"Can't you feel it?" 


Coverdale's smirk slowly faded. "Feel what?" 


"Sav..the Pikashni attacked him. He needs help, Coverdale. l'm a gangrel so | was able to create the illusion of a 
wolf while creating actual injuries on them to fend them off of him. | told Sav I'd bring you to him. He has 
pieces of glass in him, though, they hit him with a broken bottle, he said." 


Coverdale's expression turned serious. "Take me to him." 


"Wait..." Viv said as he walked over. "I felt the disturbance..take me too." 


Junior nodded and led them both back to Sav. Coverdale knelt down and moved the scarf to see the damage. 
Viv knelt next to Sav and took his hand as Coverdale removed the pieces of glass. Finally, Sav healed himself 
and sighed in relief. 


‘lm sorry | didn't feel it, darlin.” 


"You were busy, David, you would ‘ave eventually. You know it takes time when you're preoccupied’ 


"Yes but still. If it weren't for Junior, | may not ‘ave made it in Time." 


"You would ‘ave, love," Viv said, calmly. "Don't be so hard on yourself” 


Sav nodded. "He's right; Junior just made it happen faster and easier." 


David sighed and nodded before he stood up and urged Junior along. He took him to meet those in the Sovacists 
section and once they talked to him a little bit, they eventually let Junior join the section as well. Junior finally 
felt like he was a part of something, whereas with Mustaine, it always felt like it was his project and everyone 


else was just along for the ride. 


Steve sat on the lounge floor of his mother's safe house and watched his son play with his toys. Bradley pulled 
Phil into the kitchen and sighed as he looked down. 


"Steve looks so worried" 


"He's one of the eternally innocent and it turns out the myths on that are not myths at all" 


"Phil, | lost one brother, | can't lose another-" 


"They won't kill him, Bradley," Phil nearly interrupted. "But they would hurt him. If they killed him, they wouldn't 
‘ave his blood to feed off of; therefore, they'd keep him alive. We won't allow them to get a hold him in the 
first place though. Don't fear, Bradley." 


Bradley sighed and nodded. "I'll do what | can to help but | can't lose another brother or family member for 
that matter." 


Phil nodded and hugged Bradley when he heard the door open Immediately, he pulled back to see who it was. 
Luckily, it was just Vivian returning from Sav. 


"Joe went on a feeding," Steve announced before the question could be asked. 


Viv nodded. "Are you ready to go once Joe returns?" 


Steve nodded without answering and kissed his son's head. When Joe did finally return, they left for Coverdale's 
estate instead of their hideout and decided to stay in the guest room. 


Meanwhile, Viv gazed at the fireplace, swirling the wine in his glass like he did when he had something on his 
mind. Coverdale watched him for a minute as Sav walked out after putting Haylie to sleep. They both gazed at 


him but he seemed oblivious to their stares. 


"Vivian, darlin?" 


"Hm?" Viv answered, finally glancing up. "Is something wrong?" 


‘Not particularly, but something is on your mind. What is it?" 


"Yes, love, you're swirling the wine in your glass, now you either tell us or we find out by badgering you." 


Viv chuckled and shook his head while glancing down. "I would ‘ave told you both anyway but | just needed to 
think about it for a while. Did | make a mistake by taking Victoria to this sperm bank? Did | let my mourring 


lead me into making a rash decision?" 


Coverdale cleared his throat. “That all depends, are you ‘aving second thoughts? Or are you asking this because 


of fears?" 


"Maybe a litte bit of both." 


"Viv, | think you | think it may have been a rash decision but | also think you truly did want a child because 
you got into the idea. You got the idea of what it could be like to be a parent and you liked it. Now you may 
not ‘ave done it at the point had the tragedy not happened but overall, | think you would ‘ave, eventually.” 


Sav nodded in agreement. "What is prompting these questions? Is she pregnant?" 


Viv raised his gaze. "I'm not entirely sure but there's a faint feeling there. | think so. Now do you see why l'm 


fearing? If the Pikashni find out, they'll kill her and this possible baby, 


"No," Coverdale growled. "In fact, I'm going to ‘ave her moved to a safe house provided by the Sovacists. | 


won't ‘ave you going through that again" 


David wasn't about to allow Viv to suffer from that pain again. He definitely wouldn't lose Vivian again, 


especially not after their relationship had regained its strength. 


Sometime during the middle of the day, Viv woke to find David kissing his back. His eyes slowly opened and he 
almost wished he could have David the way Sav could, but he knew his body just didn't accept intrusion 


"Why don't you take it underneath?" 


"Oh darlin’, | couldn't." 


Viv swore he could hear the amusement in David's voice. It almost made him feel silly for asking but David had 


that affect. 


"Why?" 


"I'm not fit to take it that way." 


"Obviously I'm not either. My body refuses for one reason or another." 


"| ‘ave a feeling your body has been through more than you let on but | digress.” 


"Perhaps but that means so has yours, David. So tell me, why?" 


Viv hissed when David grabbed his hair roughly. It was certainly unexpected and with that, Viv attempted to 
push David away but he didn't budge. Viv felt his shoulders tense when David forced his knee between Viv's 


legs. 


"David..." 


"It doesn't feel good to feel forced, does it?" 


"No, as a matter of fact, it doesn't." 


"It didn't feel good when | was forced either and from then on, | vowed to never take it underneath, ever. Go 


to sleep now, I'm suddenly not in a sexual mood anymore.” 


David did let go of Viv's hair and pulled away from him. Viv laid there in shock until he finally pushed himself 
up and dressed himself into some proper clothing before helping himself down to the office. Luckily, Sav slept 
to the far left and due to their new bed, he didn't wakeduring the incident. Not long after he got up, Coverdale 
joined him in the office with a light chuckle. 

‘I'm sorry | brought it up, David" 


"Don't think about it, darlin’, you're always feeling guilty for something, aren't you?" 


"Perhaps, but you're always chuckling." 


"Of course.” 


Viv smiled and glanced up, only to meet David's lips. David slowly sat down next to him and cupped his face, 
gently. Vivian moaned when the kiss broke and slowly opened his eyes. 


"| envy Sav..he can ‘ave you in a way | can't." 


"I know, darlin," David breathed. "| want your body but | can't have it; you know that.” 


"Let me try" 


"Viv-" 


"Is going to hurt me, David, but if it gets to be too much, I'll tell you." 


Viv stood up and stepped out of his sweats before he unbuttoned every button of his shirt, slowly. He took 
off any other clothing he had on and slowly moved on his knees. He used the couch for support as David finally 
stood up and grabbed some lube from the desk drawer. 

"| always keep some handy, but Vivian, it will definitely hurt you. Your muscle constriction is unlike anything I've 


ever seen If it gets to betoo much, I'm stopping." 


"Noted" 


Sav woke to an unnatural feeling and entered the office soon after to find David coating his cock with lube. Viv 


didn't look directly at him but he did look his way. 


"Before you say anything, Viv asked me to do it" 


Sav nodded and took a seat next to Viv just in case he needed it. His eyes closed as he felt David move against 


him and he took a breath. 


‘Its best if you try not to tense up and stay as relaxed as possible, darlin’. | know that's especially hard in 


your case but itll only hurt worse the more anxious you get" 


Vivian only nodded and immediately, he grasped the sofa cushion when David began pushing in. David grasped 
Viv's hips to make it easier but the only way he was going to get in was to slam in, so that was what he did. 


Viv cried out softly but immediately bit down on his lip. 


"I'm sorry, darlin’," David whispered, kissing Viv's shoulder. "I'm so sorry.” 


David could see right away that Viv was in pain but he seemed to be trying to get used to the feeling. David 
pulled back but the only way he could thrust was to slam and he wasn't sure he wanted to do this anymore. 
Viv bit his lip so hard, he could taste the blood in his mouth. He jerked his head back when David slammed in 
and hissed. While he didn't scream, he did whimper. He started to gasp and with the next slam, he choked back 
a cry and that's when David shook his head. 


‘lm not getting pleasure out of this, darlin’ and you're not either. It's hurting you and it seems I've caused 
some tearing. | can't even thrust without slamming into you, roughly. Your body isn't meant to take this and 
my body isn't turned on by it; I'm stopping." 


Viv only nodded, which told David that his Irish lover didn't want to continue either and was only doing so for 
his sake. David clutched Viv's hips and pulled out, only to hear Viv hiss one last time. With those few actions, 
he looked worn down and Sav immediately tended to his aid. 


"I tried, David, | really did" Viv sounded out of breath when he spoke. 


"Darlin’, | know, but don't ever do something just to please me if it's hurting you." 


Vivian sighed as he felt to cool rag against his thighs and made no attempt to move as David cleaned the 
dripping blood from his thighs. Once he was done, he pulled Vivian into his arms and placed a hand on his head. 


"No matter how we ‘ave each other, you both are mine and | am yours." 


Viv nodded slowly as Sav moved within David's grasp and stroked Viv's hair. Eventually, they all ended up back 


in the bedroom. 


Viv woke to Sav kissing his chin. He smiled slightly and lowered his head to catch Sav's lips. He moaned softly 
and opened his eyes to see Sav dressed before stroking his fingers through Sav's hair. He felt David shift 


behind him and fling an arm over his waist. 


"lm going to a Sovacists meeting, loves." 


"You enjoy those, don't you Sav?" 


"Yes and | didn't think | would. | enjoy the members, | enjoy the conversations, and | enjoy the meetings. Now l'm 


being considered for a position on the council so | should go, but I'll keep you updated." 


Viv nodded as Sav walked to the other side of the bed and pecked David on the lips before he walked out. 
Vivian shifted his weight and brushed his fingers over David's hand. 


"How're are you, darlin'?" 


‘Im fine, love, l'm just sorry my body couldn't take it” 


"Don't be, because even if | can't take you that way, I'll ‘ave you every other way." 


"Maybe | don't want that," Viv chuckled. "I might enjoy teasing you." 


"I know you do, you litte Irish bastard." 


Viv smirked as David kissed his ear and laid back. This was the first night Vivian laid in his bedroom with him 
and he enjoyed it. 


Pushed to the Edge 
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Features Ritchie Blackmore for the last time. 


Steve gazed sat on the bench of the park and sipped his coffee. He decided to enjoy a nightly walk but he 
suspected he would be interrupted shortly. His suspicions proved correct when he heard the voice of Ritchie 


from behind him. He tried not to tense but he couldn't prevent the wince, though Ritchie didn't see that. 
I'm surprised Joe let you out alone." 

I'm not held hostage by him" 

"That's his mistake, isn't it?" 

"No, it isn't. Back off, Ritchie!" 


Steve tossed the half empty coffee in the trash and stood up in time for Ritchie to suddenly appear in front 
of him. He gasped and backed up quickly but not before Ritchie grabbed his arm. 


"Steve, you exist to be used and your purpose is for entertainment. Joe shouldn't ‘ave allowed you out..or did 


you sneak out?" 


Steve narrowed his eyes and instead of raising his arm, he gave Ritchie an upper-cut hit to the gut that 
forced him to loosen his hold. That allowed Steve to pull his arm loose and back up immediately. 


‘lm not weak and | can defend myself, Ritchie." 


Ritchie growled but before he could make any other attacks, he heard a low growl from behind and turned to 
see Joe glaring at him. He smirked and reached for Steve again but Steve had backed away, just as Joe had 


always told him to. 


"You can't protect him forever, Zeff" 


"Oh no?" Joe replied, raising his brows. "I can and | will. Now touch him again and watch what | do to you.” 


Ritchie smirked and began walking towards Steve but he didn't make it that far. Joe jumped at him and tossed 
him to the ground before stabbing a knife into his back. Ritchie cried out as Joe pulled the knife out and 
stabbed repeatedly. The only thing that stopped him was Viv, who grabbed him from behind and held him back. 


"Let go of me, damn it" 


"If you keep this up, you'll sign your own death warrant, Joseph." 


Joe frowned and stopped struggling against Vivian. 


"Now | know he attacked Steve first but you ‘ave to let him go, just for now." 


"Viv, are you crazy?" 


"No, I'm not and I'll explain everything, but let it go right now." 


Steve moved behind Viv and Ritchie stumbled away from them without saying a word since he was wounded. 


Viv only released Joe after he was sure Ritchie was far enough away that he couldn't be reached. 


"Explain everything then, Vivian" 


"| will but not ‘ere, let's go to Coverdale's estate." 


Joe only nodded and took Steve's hand before they followed Viv back to David's estate. Viv pushed the door 
open and let Joe and Steve enter first. Coverdale glanced up and noticed how unhappy Joe looked so he 


assumed there was a reason. With that, he set his book down and stood up as Vivian walked in. 


"Just so you know, darlin’, Junior just left for a Sovacist meeting. It seems he's taking quite the liking to the 
meetings as well. Sav and he have grown quite the friendship." 


"That's good; an enemy turned companion who enjoys the change is always good. We do ‘ave a pending 
discussion though, David, and that conversation revolves around Ritchie and why he should not be killed at this 


moment.” 


David took a deep breath and poured a glass of wine for Joe and Steve. Joe accepted the wine since he could 
already tell he was not going to be happy with what they had to say. Steve took the glass as well and had a 


seat on the couch. 


"Ritchie is a part of the Pikashni section but you knew that much," David started. "He's upgraded his status 


within the section. 


Joe growled. "What does that mean?" 


"Sections are like politics; they're like religion, well the two are practically the same but | digress. They're like 
governments and when you're in these sections or so-called ‘governments’, you abide by the rules. Now that is 
something you could ‘ave figured out on your own but in order for sections to co-exist amongst each other, 
we ‘ave to compromise. Section leaders and council members make a treaty, they make deals, peace legislations, 
rules, etc. Even if you're not in any section, you can't go around killing council members or leaders of sections. 
Killing a member of their section has to be for a reason but its not hard to get off with that, however, it's 
not easy to get off with killing higher ups.’ 


"So they made him a leader?" Joe hissed. "What possessed them to do something so stupid?" 


"Not a leader, a council member. Council members and leaders are untouchable so when they do something to 
break the treaty, peace deals, or the legislations, which he has, we ‘ave to take it up with the leaders. | intend 
to do that but that will take time." 


"So he's allowed to walk free, harming who he wants and doing what he wants while we just sit around? Is that 
what you're telling me? What is Steve supposed to do when we go on tour? We go on tour next week for the 


Slang album and you go on tour the week after." 


"He'll kill me," Steve whispered, interrupting. "And he'll get away with it because he's a council member. He'll kill 
me because I'll fight back and | won't just lay down for him so it'll be the only choice he has." 


Joe snapped his head back and forth and glared at David. "How is this right?" 


"Nobody said it was but was ‘government ever right for humans? No, it wasn't, think of it that way. l'm 
sorry, Joe, truly, | am. | would feel as you do if they ever went after Sav and | did feel that way when they 


went for Vivian but we can't kill him yet." 


"Steve and Sav are eternally innocents, they won't stop going for them," Joe hissed. "You know that, right?" 


"They're not allowed to touch Sav anymore; Junior and he were accepted amongst the last few positions on the 
council for the Sovacists section | do know they'll go for Steve, though." 


Steve winced and set his glass before he walked out of the estate. Joe hissed and downed the wine before he 


walked for the door but stopped just before he exited 


"You both fix this; fix this or | will" 


Joe walked out the door before they could say anything and went after Steve. Steve felt a sense of dread and 
perhaps some fear as he headed for the hideout. He just had to stay in hiding for now on and while it may be 
harsh reality, it had to be that way. Steve gasped when Joe grabbed his arm and pulled him around. 


"Joe, | ‘ave to stay at the hideout. l'm finally comfortable with being out and now, | ‘ave to go back into hiding. | 
hate it but | ‘ave to." 


"No, I'm renting a bus and you're coming on tour with me." 


"Joe-" 


"You're coming with me Stevie; it's the only way | can be sure you're safe. I'll hire bodyguards and the arenas 
will ‘ave their own bodyguards as well so you'll be safe." 


Steve hesitantly nodded and decided not to argue anymore about it. 

Def Leppard went on tour the next week and Steve went with them. He would write music and send it to the 
studio he had worked at. He was lucky enough to have made his mark on the studio so he could work without 
actually being in the studio all the time. On some dates, Steve would come backstage with Joe and on other 


dates, Steve would stay on the bus. It was pretty much the same song and dance, as they say, but once the 


tour was over, Steve and Joe returned to their estate instead of the hideout. 


Meanwhile, Vivian sat at the Coven nightclub and bit his nail while sipping a drink He could feel a presence 


behind him and normally he would react but he knew who it was; he could feel David's aura. 


"You're lucky | know who you are. | wouldn't be so relaxed with just anyone, David" 


"| would expect you to be that way ‘ere. This is not a terrible place, especially for those as experienced as us 
but it's best to always keep your guard up." 


"| know, love." 


"What is on your mind, darling?" 


"Fathering," Viv answered, honestly. 


"You haven't talked about that in a while." 


"Honestly, my mind has been elsewhere but Victoria was pregnant" 


"Was?" David repeated, raising a brow. 


"Yes, was. She had her babies not long ago," Viv responded, waiting for the next reply. 


"She had-wait, how many babies did she ‘ave?" 


"She had twins; a boy and a girl," Viv glanced at David and barely smiled. “They're named.. but | don't want to 


state their names in public." 


David returned the smile. "Let's go home." 


Viv nodded and tossed some cash on the counter before he followed David back to the home. He was glad to 
see Sav there because he wanted him to know this too. Sav looked up and immediately, Viv told him the news, 


only to receive a smile from Sav. 


"Now they've been named; Charlotte Ann Campbell and Elijah Patrick Campbell. We went for old-fashioned 


classic names but | did ‘ave a problem; no nursery is set up ‘ere or at my estate." 


‘Oh, leave that to Steve and |; Steve is very creative so we'll both do a nursery for each place." 


"Would you mind doing one for Victoria's safe house as well?" 


"Itd be my pleasure, love." 


Sav called Steve telepathically and over the next few days, the two of them designed the three unisex 
nurseries for the three homes. Once they finished, Viv stood in Victoria's home and held his daughter, 
Charlotte, with a light smile across his face. He raised his gaze to look at Victoria and then down at his son, 
Elijah, whom she was holding. 


"They're beautiful" 


"Yes, they are and | know | agreed to this for you but-" 


"Stop there, Victoria," Viv interrupted. "I will never restrict you from seeing them but | expect the same and | 
expect you to understand that | do ‘ave lovers and | see them as sort of second fathers to these children 
That being said, | will never restrict you from them if you want to be a part of their lives." 


She smiled, slightly. "That's all | ask and I'm fine with them ‘aving more fathers. | know of your lovers; you've 


spoken of them before." 


Viv nodded and enjoyed his time with his children When he finally returned home, he looked up at David and 
smiled. David could see the delight across his features. Viv seemed truly overjoyed even though he wasn't 


expressing a whole lot except slight smiles. 


"Taste my blood to see them." 


David approached Viv and bit his neck He only drank long enough to see the children before he backed up with 
a smile of his own Then Sav approached and did the same. 


"They're beautiful, darlin’, truly." 


Sav nodded. "You should bring them ‘ere." 


‘| will, | promise," Viv replied, softly. "They lived.they survived; you kept Victoria safe, David." 


"Twas not gonna allow you to suffer that kind of pain again. Of course | did, darlin, why wouldn't | do that for 


you?" 


Viv only gave him a half smile and brushed his fingers over David's shoulder before he moved to kiss Sav and 


walked upstairs. 


Eventually, Viv did bring his children for David and Sav to meet. He allowed Joe, Steve, Phil, Bradley, and Rick 
Allen to meet them as well. Once he took them back, Bradley turned to Phil and smiled. 


I'm glad everyone is happy." 


"So am |." 


| have concerns about my brother though, Phil” 


"Why? What's wrong?" 


"He's seeping into depression again and not only has he said so, but he's showing signs of it as well. He throws 
those fake smiles out but | see right through it and | know Joe does too. | know he's scared because of Ritchie 


and the situation with him but l'm worried for him." 


‘lm sure Joe is aware of this but if it bothers you that much, I'll talk to Joe about it, alright?" 


"Yes, it does and alright." 


Phil nodded and telepathically, he contacted Joe and let him know Bradley's concerns. 


Steve gazed out the car window as one of the guards drove the car. He turned to look at the guard when the 
car stopped at a coffee shop. He looked out the window again and licked his dry lips as he felt a wave of 
anxiety. He closed his eyes until the door opened, which caused him to immediately open his eyes and look out 
the window again. Finally, he saw Joe walk out of the coffee shop and a wave of relief ran through his body. 
Its not that he didn't trust his guard; this man had been loyal to him and Joe but he was just under so much 
stress that he assumed the worst possible scenario. He opened the door and walked straight for Joe. Without 
saying a word, they walked into the coffee shop and sat in a spot closest to the back. 


"Steve, Bradley is concerned about you," Joe said, getting straight to the point. "Now, is he right to be 


concerned?" 


"Maybe." 


"That's not a good enough answer, Stevie." 


"| don't know, Joe, I'm a bit lost right now and l'm bothered. We can't kill Ritchie and yet, he can stalk me all he 


wants." 


"About that..well, | ave something to tell you but not out ‘ere." 


Joe took his coffee and urged Steve to follow him before getting in the car with Steve. They said nothing as 
the guard drove them to the park across the way from the Sovacists' sanctum. Steve got out of the car 
first as Joe dismissed the guard and led Steve to the hideout instead of their estate. Finally, he set the coffee 


down and turned to face his lover as Steve sat down. 


"lim going to kill Ritchie." 


Steve raised his brows. "What? Did Viv speak to the Sovacists?" 


"No, he did not." 


"Did you?" 


"Then ‘Ow are you going to accomplish this?" 


‘lm going behind their back and this is where you come in You will obviously need to keep this quiet and we 
will need to go into hiding. In theory, | probably shouldn't ‘ave told you because now you know. It's too late, 
though, and I'm taking you with me when | go into hiding.’ 


"Joe, you're going to get yourself killed” 


"l'm not allowing that bastard to walk free after what he's done to you," Joe snapped. "He's stalking you and he 
will try to get you again. You know what will happen if he does; I'm not allowing that to happen again." 


Steve's lips parted as he slowly nodded He moved towards Joe's embrace and said he would help in any way he 


could. 


Two nights later, Steve found himself staring at the Coven nightclub. He wouldn't dare enter the club but he 
did want to study his surroundings. Eventually, he did feel that familiar aura from the man he despised most 


but he managed to prevent a shiver. 


"Leave me be, Ritchie." 


"You know | won't." 


Steve turned to face him and narrowed his eyes. He darted down the alleyway but Ritchie was quick to follow 
him. Steve only made it halfway before Ritchie grabbed him and shoved him against the wall. He didn't expect 
the bastard to grab him so soon Steve gasped as Ritchie forced their lips together and he heard the zipper 
lower. Steve closed his eyes tightly as if he were afraid Joe wasn't going to make it in time. Steve opened his 
eyes and struck Ritchie between the knees. Ritchie showed obvious signs of pain but before he could strike 
Steve, Joe grabbed his arm and stabbed him in the neck. Joe slowly backed away and shot him twice with UV 
bullets before approaching Ritchie. He grabbed the knife and dragged it across his neck, nearly decapitating him. 
It wasn't necessarily an easy process because Ritchie did fight back and the man was a good fighter but Joe 
managed to get it done. He slowly stood up and glanced at Steve. 


"We ‘ave to leave, now. They'll be looking for his killer and if Vivian is smart, he'll put two and two together." 


Steve nodded. "Let's go." 


Joe and Steve left the scene and went into a new hiding spot where they stayed. They blocked out everyone 


from contacting them and they distanced themselves from everyone. 


Rigging the Rules 
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Features James of Metallica. Also features Steve Perry. 


Word spread fast that Ritchie had been killed and Joe disappeared from sight with Steve and Luke. The Pikashni 
section was certainly upset with this and the Sovacists were trying to get to the bottom of it. Vivian had a 
hunch that Joe was behind the death of Ritchie, though, and in response, he took Victoria from the safe house 


and hid her in another safe house with their children. 


He stood in the harbor sanctum that belonged to the Sovacists and listened to them discuss their concerns. 
Viv looked up when they looked at him and he knew what questions were going to follow. 


Steve Perry cleared his throat. "Do you think Joe could ‘ave done this?" 


"I do," Viv said, before pausing. "But Ritchie wasn't a popular person; therefore, | think anyone else could ‘ave 


done it too. A lot of kindred either despised the man or downright feared him." 
"| don't disagree with you but he did rape Steve; therefore, Joe does ‘ave reason" 
"Again, you are right, but I'd argue so do many others. He's harmed many kine and kindred alike." 


"Vivian, | know he is your childe and you feel the desire to protect him but-" 


"You're right, | do, but I'm also telling you the truth. Many hated Ritchie and so did | but that doesn't mean 
anything.” 


"You're right in that but Vivian, you can't deny the irony. I'm not accusing him either; | just want you to know 
that. | do want your honest opinion though..do you think Joe did it?" 


Vivian didn't answer right away but eventually, he shook his head. "I only say no because | warned him it would 
equal trouble and even that wouldn't bother him if it didn't affect Steve. He wouldn't do it because he wouldn't 
leave Steve alone..now | can see him searching out someone who wants to do it and maybe leaving them clues 


but he wouldn't do it because of Steve." 


Steve Perry accepted that answer and nodded, even though he knew the truth might not be so simple. He was 


a little bit in favor of Vivian though because Coverdale was his dear friend and Vivian was a loyal member; 


therefore, he made it his obligation to remain loyal to all members who were loyal to him and the Sovacists. 
At some point, Vivian stepped outside and brought his fingers to his lips. He took a deep breath and tried to 
communicate with Joe but he had little luck He heard someone walk out and raised his head but said nothing 
right away. 

"Hello David." 

"Hello darlin," David replied, before getting to the point. "Are you telling the whole truth?" 

‘tm not lying." 

“That's not what | asked." 


‘lm telling what | know but | am biased, Coverdale, and | ‘ave always been straightforward about that.” 


"Fair enough but tell me this, do you think Joe did this? | want an honest opinion. We're not talking to the 


Sovacists, I'm not asking so | can find him and prosecute him; | want your truthful opinion” 

Viv took a minute to answer and finally, he nodded. "I think he may ‘ave; | just know he was upset. It's not 
something he told me so | cannot confirm it but he was angry when he found out Ritchie cannot be killed 
momentarily. | wouldn't be surprised, let's just say that, but many did hate Ritchie. If they ask me though, I'l 
deny anything | just said to you..as his sire, I'll always defend him just as | did back there..even if it means 
lying. | just see his reasons as logical because if it were Sav, | can't say | wouldn't ‘ave done the same thing, if 


he did indeed do this." 


David said nothing but he did nod and walk back inside. Viv looked up and saw a young woman watching him. He 
recognized her though and slowly approached her with a slight frown. 


"Is there a reason you're observing me?" 
"You're Vivian, right?" 
"It depends on who's asking..." 


"lm sorry, | didn't mean to startle you. My name is Emma and Joe sent me to get you. You're the one he 
knows he can truly trust and he needs your assistance." 


"Of course; take me To him." 


Emma nodded and took Vivian away from the Sovacists sanctum and away from the parks until they ended up 


in an empty parking lot. After a minute, a cloaked man walked up and revealed himself to be Steve. 


"Joe is in hiding," Steve said, softly. "We should go before someone sees us." 


Vivian only nodded as Steve grabbed Emma and took her to a safe place before leading Vivian back to his 
hideout with Joe. When they walked in, Joe was on the recliner with a notepad on his lap. He was jotting notes 
down as Luke played with some toys in the next room. Joe glanced up and sighed softly. 


"I killed Ritchie," Joe confessed, immediately. "I didn't hesitate and l'm not sorry. | couldn't stand it, Vivian, 
because he was walking free after what he did. He put his hands on Steve and violated him in ways that took 
him years to recover from, and even some of that, he hasn't recovered from. He taunted him, he teased him, 
and he joined that council because he thought it would mean he could get away with anything. Then hearing 
that he cannot be killed for the time being pushed me over the edge. After that last time, | wasn't waiting 
anymore; | killed him and I'd do it again if | had to." 


| suspected you had" 

"So are you angry? Are you going to turn me in?" 
"Why would you think that?" 

"You're loyal to the Sovacists, Vivian, and so is Sav." 


"Yes, | am, but my loyalty with you is most important. | could give up all of that if it meant keeping you safe; | 
am your sire after all Now as | said, | already suspected you did it and so did they. | was able to convince 
them it could ‘ave been anyone so it's safe..for now. If need to be, I'll stay in hiding as well to keep them from 
asking me any questions but l'm very good with diverting my answers and the same goes for you, Steve. Just 
keep away from the public for a while. Ill do what | can to divert the attention away from you because they 
already suspect you. Keep Emma hidden as well because they will question her if they find her. Now, you didn't 
tell your family anything, did you, Steve?" 


"No. 


"Okay, good. | know they wouldn't betray you but the less they know the better," Viv said, tapping his chin. "l 
don't think | should go back out either; | don't want them questioning me and they most certainly will again." 


Joe frowned. "But you ‘ave children, Viv." 


"Yes and | already took the liberty of ‘aving Victoria and my children hidden," Viv said with a slight chuckle. "It's 
as | said, love, | already suspected it might ‘ave been you and | thought there may be a chance | would go into 
hiding so | put her and the children in hiding as well. | can access them any time | wish and don't you worry, 


she truly is loyal and she will not tell a soul of any hiding spots." 


Joe looked slightly touched by that but immediately, he changed his expression. "You did that because you 


suspected it was me?" 


"Yes, and | knew there was a huge possibility | would need to go into hiding. Joe, | wasn't always the best sire 
but one thing | never failed at was loyalty and that is something | will never betray you with; not for 
anybody." 


Joe nodded slowly and glanced back down to hide the small smile. Luke ran out of his room and hugged Vivian's 


leg, calling him ‘uncle Viv' while giggling. 
"Hello, pumpkin, ‘ave you been good?" 


Luke giggled and nodded as Viv carried him back to his room and spent time with him there. He wanted to get 
used to this because it wouldn't be long before his kids reached this age in a few years. 


After Viv went missing, the Sovacists assumed he knew more about the Ritchie murder than he let on but 
since he locked everyone out, they couldn't find him. They went on with the investigation and concluded Joe was 


likely the murderer before beginning a search for him. 


Even though they were all in hiding, they all had to feed and Viv decided to feed in a familiar place. Viv fed off 
a human in the woods when he heard his name. He dropped the person to the ground and turned to see 
Coverdale. Viv licked his lips. He smirked and darted the opposite way. David ran after him and almost regretted 
teaching Viv escape techniques in his youth. Viv turned down a hill and ducked under some branches, which 
caused David to curse. 

"Vivian Patrick..stop running from me," David snapped. "Why do you suddenly not trust me again?" 

Viv felt a wave of guilt overcome him because technically, David had done nothing to indicate he would betray 
him. This was all for Joe and Steve though; Joe was his creation and Steve was like a childe to him. Viv passed 
several trees and as he exited the woods, he felt Coverdale grab his arm. He hissed and struggled against him 
but David slammed him against the tree, causing him to cry out. 

"What did | do to make you think | would betray you?" 

"Nothing." 

"Then why did you run without telling me anything?" 

"| feared the possibilities and it was for the best." 

"That hurts, Viv," David frowned, and let Viv go. "That really stings." 


Viv sensed someone near and turned his gaze towards Coverdale. "You tricked me." 


Viv darted the other way as David looked surprised and the Sovacists followed after him. In actuality, David 
didn't know the Sovacists would come after Viv this way but it did look that way so he didn't blame Vivian for 
thinking that. 


"Don't hurt him..that's my childe." 


"Coverdale, we're fairly confident he didn't commit the murder; therefore, we don't intend to hurt him but we 


do ‘ave to lock him in confinement." 


Viv turned to his left and instead of exiting, he went deeper into the woods until he reached a path that led 
towards what looked like a section where someone had a camp out. He chose this spot to jump and disappear. 
Vampires really didn't like using this technique because it caused more of a risk of being found out but 


desperate times called for desperate measures. 


When Viv returned back to the hideout, he went into Joe's apartment and fell to his knees since the pain stung. 
Joe was immediately at his side but found that Viv had healed himself already and the blood was dry blood. 


The pain that stung was more emotional than physical. 


"David saw me and he grabbed my arm. We had a few choice words and the Sovacists showed up; | felt 
tricked. | don't know if he meant for it to happen or it was just a coincidence but | felt so foolish. | felt 
betrayed by him; he had to know they were nearby." 


"Don't go out that way again, Viv." 
Viv only nodded. "| won't, ever again Besides, I'm a wanted man too." 


Vivian hated the thought of staying away from Coverdale or Sav but he had no choice now. 


Six months later... 


When it came to music, Viv and Joe would do their parts together and send it to the studio and let the rest 
of the band work with it, and vice versa. Steve wrote bits and pieces of music and sent it to the studio he 
worked at and made money from that. Steve finally to know Emma and after speaking with her, he didn't find 
her so bad after all. After spending a lot of time with Victoria, Viv shagged her again but this time, it was a 
lot more intimate. Victoria knew he loved his two male lovers though, even though he was estranged from 


them right now. 


Viv found himself at yet another park in a wooded area again. After he finished his feeding rounds, he stood 
there with his eyes closed and enjoyed the silence until he heard the sound of a branch snap from behind him. 
He turned quickly with a knife and brought it to the neck of whoever was there. He narrowed his eyes when 


he saw David and Sav behind him. Even knowing who it was, he refused to remove the knife from David's neck. 


"Here to take me, are you?" Viv asked, lifting his head, slightly. "You won't take me alive, you know? How did 


you know | was even ‘ere? | never come to this parkin fact, I'm rarely at this park" 


‘Ive been trailing every park because you enjoy parks and | had a pretty good idea you wouldn't go back to the 
usual park. | went on a hunch that you would choose the park that is furthest from it” 


"Ah..you must think you're smart, don't you? Well | hate to bring you the bad news but you are not. | accept | 


am a wanted man but | refuse to return" 

"So you acknowledge that you know something about Ritchie's death?" David asked, raising his brows. 
"Maybe | do," Viv responded. "And maybe | don't” 

Sav frowned. "Joe killed him, didn't he?" 

"Maybe he did and maybe he didn't! 


They could see Vivian wasn't budging but David knew if he wanted to keep Vivian from running off, he had to 
capture him. Before he could grab him, Viv backed off and smirked. He shook his head before shaking his finger. 


"You taught me a lot, David, but | learned a few things on my own" 

"So you ‘ave but you know | can't let you go" 

"And you know | won't allow you to take me, right?" 

Sav sighed and glanced down "Vivian, he broke the treaty. We're looking at an all-out war" 


"And Ritchie raped and killed many," Viv interrupted. "I can't say | wouldn't ‘ave done the same thing if you 
were in the position of the victim." 


"| can't believe you would think I'd betray you." 


| never said that but you're obviously loyal to the Sovacists, David, and that's okay and | do understand it. | 


enjoyed them but when it comes to choices, | make the right choice." 
"The right choice-" 
"| would never turn my back on him," Viv snapped. "He's my childe." 


"So am |," Sav shot back. 


Viv tightened his jaw. "Yet you chose the Sovacists over your sire." 
"| never said | would do that" 


"You didn't have to, Sav, | could sense it. l'm not mad though; perhaps, a little hurt that my childe, my love, 
chose them over me but l'm also delighted that you found something you truly love more than anything.” 


"Viv-" 
"| need to go," Viv interrupted. "Just leave me be." 
"Vivian, please-" 


Viv shook his head and turned away. He knew they wouldn't attack from behind because they weren't those 
kind of people. "I loved you and yes, maybe | should ‘ave been more open but you chose the section over me... 


over us. Don't you dare deny that." 


"| won't," Sav said, quietly. "You're right..l did. | love them as if they were my own family and | don't want to 


turn my back on them, even now, but I'll never turn you in" 

"You won't come with me though, right?" 

"No, Vivian, | won't. | want to be ‘ere." 

David said nothing though because he was considering this option. "Viv-" 

"This would be a good time to tell you that | think my feelings for David are stronger but | love you, Viv-" 


"| don't doubt you love me, Sav, | never did," Viv interrupted. "| just believe you love this section and you love 
him more than you ever could me. Perhaps we weren't meant to be..l do accept the blame though because | 
do keep leaving just as | did this time. | will always be your sire but | am here and am releasing my hold over 
you and handing you over to David. You admitted yourself...you love him more and | think you love him more 
than me. So | want you to be together; | think it's for the best, especially with me being a wanted man and the 
way | continuously run off this way. | will hurt but | will move on and | will likely aid my children. So carry on 


and live happy." 
"Viv-" 


Viv didn’t stick around to hear what he had to say; he darted off immediately and David didn't try to stop him. 
He could tell by Viv's words that he was hurt and that he even felt like a failure. Meanwhile, Viv returned to 
his hideout and went straight for the bedroom. He would have to find a new place to hunt for now on; he 


never wanted to see them again. 


Meanwhile, David sat on a chair in the Sovacists sanctum as Sav sat next to him. David looked up when Steve 


Perry walked in and sighed since he expected some bad news. 
"We called off the search for Joe, Steve, and Vivian," Perry started. "The hunters took responsibility for 
Ritchie's death and since the hunter's associations have their own jurisdiction, we can't touch them, nor can 


the Pikashni. It is true, the hunters do try to terminate us but we still have no jurisdiction over them." 


Coverdale nodded, idly, as Perry walked off and Sav turned his gaze toward David. Sav sighed and crossed one 
leq over the other since he didn't believe this for one second. 


"| don't know about all the hunters but | know Hetfield's hunter association has become friends with Vivian. 
They likely know of what he's done and realize he's wanted. They know they're untouchable to us and now that 
they've recently stopped attacking us, they won't be attacked. It wouldn't be a surprise if they took the blame 
for Vivian and Joe. Viv is quite the speaker and he has made a friend out of James.” 

"| was thinking the same thing, David" 


"Vivian is clever," David mused. "Sometimes, too clever; he somehow knew he'd get out of this." 


Sav only nodded as he wondered where his lover was. Viv had taken everything the wrong way but he 
supposed Vivian was used to defending himself and that was why. 


James glanced at Vivian and snickered as the Irishman only smirked. He shrugged his shoulder and handed him 


papers with all the information he asked for. 
"That's all the information | have on the Pikashni right now but | should be finding out more shortly.” 


"Good," James nodded. "We took care of the hunt for you, and the search for you, Joe, and his childe has been 
called off. Lars took theblame for the murder of Ritchie." 


| appreciate that." 


"Eh, you've held up your side of the deal. You'll see that my loyalty never runs out as long as you don't try 
any shit." 


"| do see that and the same applies ‘ere." 


Viv nodded and turned to take his leave as James returned the nod before going through the papers. 


Making up the Moments 
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Vivian didn't step out again until a week later when he returned to his estate, removed everything, and sold 
the place. He made sure Sav's things were delivered to David's home and moved into his new estate. Joe 
followed his actions and moved into a new mansion before having their things moved into their place. Vivian set 


up Victoria in a nice place and Joe set up Emma in an equally nice place. 

Steve sat on his knees, enjoying his garden. He did take to gardening these days and he stopped paying attention 
to what people said about that. Joe watched him as he showed Luke each flower and brushed a hand over his 
chin. 

"You do like to sneak up, don't you, Vivian?" 


"| ‘spose | do." 


Joe chuckled. "It wouldn't be you if you didn't sneak up. Anyhow, ‘Ow are you since you are finally home at 


your new place?" 


"| do believe you're right but | am fine. | am getting used to living alone, and while | do miss them and I'll never 
lie about that.l've grown quite used to my life. | love being a father and that is something | never thought | 
could get used to," Viv confessed. 


Joe nodded, idly. "You could speak to them." 
‘| could," Viv agreed. "Let's be honest, though, I'll only leave again. Lately, its been a habit of mine and with my 
mind so preoccupied, its bound to happen. The only good thing is Mustaine has stopped targeting them and has 
focused on me, so for that, | am thankful." 


"What caused the fight this time?" 


‘Our growing distance and the fact that | felt tricked and betrayed; | felt he had trapped me and attempted to 
get me caught. The fact that Sav wouldn't come with me when | asked him, but | accept my fault; | left and | 
continued to leave which in turn brought them closer. It's best if | don't hurt myself again and it's best if | 
don't hurt them again. Let's move on. 


"Very well." 


"There is another matter | wanted to discuss which is why | originally came. There used to be a section called 
Elolasm. They eventually faded and ceased to exist but they're making a comeback. I'd like to join and | think 
Steve would like it too. Obviously, | want him and you to join it," Viv said, as Joe glanced over his shoulder. "It is 


run by Jimmy Page and Robert Plant" 

Joe's eyebrows lifted in interest as he smirked. He didn't say anything at first but eventually he nodded, which 
gave Viv the answer he wanted. The two shared one more smile before Viv went to give Jimmy their 
response. 

It didn't take long for the Sovacists to find out about the reappearance of the Elolasm section. It also didn't 
take long for Coverdale and Sav to find out that Viv had joined the Elolasm, or that Joe and Steve had joined as 


well. 


David watched as Sav fed from behind the trash bin. Once he finished, he disposed of the body and glanced 
toward the end of the alley where he saw a figure standing. It was foggy but Sav knew it was Viv; he could 
sense his presence. They didn't dare move towards him due to the fear that he'd leave but he didn't approach 
them either. This continued for a week until David did finally approach him. 

"How are you, Viv?" 


"Well, and yourself?" 


"We're well,” David replied, as Sav nodded. "| heard you joined the Elolasm; it seems that section is growing 


rapidly." 


"Yes, you heard correctly. | asked Joe and Steve, and they accepted the request as well. Steve earned himself a 
spot on the council and he is genuinely happy; for that, Joe will stay with them." 


David nodded. "That's good. What about you?" 

"lim fine," Viv chuckled, shrugging his shoulders. "I am good with backgrounds; therefore, | check the 
backgrounds of every new member. | am usually the first to find out everything within the section, Joe is as 
well but he preferred not to accept a specific position other than a fighter when needed." 


Sav raised his brows. "You accepted that position?" 


"Yes, its what | wanted. | didn't want anything too high because l'm always on the move but | would like to be 


recognized for my contribution so they gave me this position” 
"I can see that, | ‘spose," David paused. "Why did you abandon us?" 


"Because you betrayed me," Viv snapped. "And you chose that section over me. | probably did deserve it for 


my habit of continuously leaving but that doesn't change the facts." 

"Vivian, | didn't-" 

"Bullshite, David. That's bullshite!" 

"Viv-" 

"They didn't just magically know where | was; you told them. Admit it, damn it" 

"Fine, | did tell them," David admitted, earning a surprised look from Sav. "But its not how you think. | told them 
| was going to search for you and if | didn't show up in thirty minutes, come for me. Along the way, | gave 
them updates as to where | was and that's ‘Ow they knew | was at the park but it wasn't my intent to turn 
you in" 

Viv narrowed his eyes and crossed his arms over his chest. "I felt betrayed. 

"I know, but as | said, it wasn't my intent.” 

Sav cleared his throat. "You tend to cut me off before | have a chance to finish. | said | loved David more now 
but | didn't say | loved you any less and | said | loved this section, | said | didn't want to quit but | didn't say | 
loved it more than you." 

"You insinuated it." 


"Maybe | did but | did not mean to, Viv. You're taking it all the wrong way." 


"You ‘ave no idea how alone you both made me feel but it's done with now. My name is cleared, | ‘ave a 


section, | ‘ave a new home, and | ‘ave my children" 
"Would you at least consider talking to us again?” David asked 
"Im not taking you to my place yet" 

"| didn't ask you to." 


Viv narrowed his eyes. "The park; every other night, we'll start there unless you ‘ave plans. I'm not removing 


the black from my mind but | will before | leave my estate in case something comes up." 
"What time?" Sav asked. 


"Around this time." 


David and Sav nodded as Viv turned on his heels and walked away without another word. Sav glanced at David 
and said nothing, but he did wonder why David didn't try to stop Vivian. As if he knew what Sav was thinking, 
he chuckled and answered the question before it could be asked. 


"He agreed to see us without much of a fight and that means he does miss us. | didn't want to push it so | 
decided to let him go; he does have a habit of leaving, so let him leave." 


Sav nodded but said nothing and glanced down. Nothing else was said about the matter. 


As promised, Viv met David and Sav every other night at the park for the next month but tonight it was just 


David because the Sovacists were having a meeting. 

"Sav is coming but he'll be late," David said, softly. "You look good." 

"As do you." 

"Thank you. So let me ask, ‘Ow are your children?" 

"See for yourself?" 

They didn't have much conversation sometimes and they didn't really get personal anymore but lately, they 
started changing that. When Viv spoke, David raised his brows as he heard a small squeal from a child. Viv 
stepped aside and saw a small boy wobbling toward Viv and a little girl following him. David glanced up to see 
their mother, Victoria, from a small distance. He also saw Steve not far from her, which explained how she got 
there in the first place. The small boy, Elijah, ran straight into Vivian's arms and he immediately handed him to 
David. Once his daughter, Charlotte, ran up, he caught her, preventing her from falling. 


"They've grown so much," David commented. "They're beautiful, Vivian." 


At some point, Sav did come and he enjoyed a little time with Viv's children before Victoria finally took them 
and had Steve take her home. Viv gazed at the sky before turning to meet David's stare. 


| showed you what you wanted to see, David. We been meeting for a while; what more do you want?" 
"You," David and Sav said in union 

"l'm devoted to the Elolas-" 

David couldn't help but interrupt. "We didn't say quit your section, we said we wanted you." 

"l'ave a habit of leaving, or at least now | do, and | accept my fault in our fallout. We'll only fall out again 


when | leave again, which | likely will. | can't help myself. naturally am a wanderer and | find myself devoted to 


Joe. | love you Sav and if | felt you had nobody, | would react the same with you but | know David will not let 


you rot. It took me a long time to admit it but | am wanderer. Do you really think you can handle that?" 


"Now that | am aware of your habits, | think | can," David nodded. "I won't ask where you're living or where 
your hideouts are. | won't ask about your section or their hideouts; | know the Elolasm is very secretive and 
rightfully so. | just want you to stop running from me and stop looking at me as if | would betray. | never once 
‘ave and | never will. Don't ever accuse me of it either. | want you, darlin’, and | would never break such a bond 


like ours." 
"David pretty much said what | had to say, Viv." 


Viv seemed to think on the words but said nothing at first. He glanced away and watched the way the tree 


leaves would blow in the air as if something was carrying them. 


"You obviously came to us because you missed us just as much as we missed you," Sav said, softly. "At least 


consider it." 
"| don't deny that." 


Viv did miss them and no matter what he told Joe about staying away, he knew he could never truly stay 
away from them and Joe knew it too. He finally returned his gaze to his two former lovers and sighed, quietly. 


"Alright but | make no promises,” Viv said. "I'm not moving back in and l'm not giving my locations or secrets 


away yet. We move slow this time like we should ‘ave last time." 
David nodded. "Deal." 


Viv gladly accepted the hug when Sav immediately embraced him. Viv brushed his lips against Sav's soft ones; 
something he wanted to do since Sav got there. He stroked his hair for a minute before he released hold of 
him and turned his gaze toward David. He almost looked away but David grabbed his chin and prevented him 
from doing so. He smirked and they both sensed their relationship worked best when it was this way. It worked 
best when David took charge instead of getting soft. Vivian was rebellious by nature so he tended to fight; 
therefore, he almost needed David to take charge like a leader of the relationship. 


| return your childe to you," David smirked, earning a surprised look from Vivian. "But until you show me and 


him that you deserve him; he will stay with me. Sire him like you should.” 


Viv glared but nodded. Sav supposed it was true; Viv responded better when David was more rough and 
forceful. He turned on his heels but stopped in his steps when Sav called his name. 


"I'm sorry that | ever made you feel | loved you any less but understand that it was not my intention. | 
thought a lot about that and | can see ‘Ow it would have sounded that way. Know this, though, | would never 
choose something so silly over you. They are friends, yes, but you are my sire, my love, and the one | would 


choose over them." 


If they were trying to make him feel guilty, they were succeeding. Viv said nothing though; he glanced over his 
shoulder and gave them one of his nice smiles before he left for the night. 


Seeing as David and Whitesnake were done touring and done with the band for a while, he spent his time 
training Junior while Def Leppard went on tour. He had taken quite the liking to the boy, especially since Junior 
had proven his loyalty and showed he truly was done with Mustaine. David didn't teach him everything because 
he already knew a lot and plus he didn't want him to know everything, but he taught him plenty. After a 
training session, Junior went back to his home and David found himself sitting in the park, hoping Vivian would 
show up. He smirked when he felt that familiar presence from behind. 

"So ‘Ow did you know I'd show?" 

"| didn't for sure, darlin’, but | had a hunch you would” 


"Smart man," Viv chuckled as David stood and turned to face him. "Sav went to the section sanctum but he'll 


meet us. He had a feeling you'd be ‘ere too." 

David nodded and quickly approached Viv. He pulled his Irish lover into his arms and hugged him, gently, before 
letting him go when he heard Sav walking toward him. He hugged Sav and then took them both back to his 
estate; it was the first time Viv visited his place since getting back together with him. Once Viv arrived, he 
stepped into the lounge and ran his fingers over the unlit candle before taking a seat in the darkest corner. 
"So ‘Ow was the tour?" 


Sav held his head up, proudly. "It went beautifully, what about you? ‘Ow were things ‘ere?" 


‘I've spent time teaching Junior a thing or two. I've decided to take him under my wing and he seems to take 


things well." 
“That's good." 
"It is, but Viv, | wanted to ask about the Elolasm." 


Viv almost interrupted. "What about them?" 


"The Sovacists ‘ave informed us there is a new creation they're coming up with. It's said to be erase memories 
of those who see us. Do you know anything about this?" 


"Ah, you're referring to the neuralyzer.” 


Is that what they're calling it?" 


"Yes but it's still in early stages and not much is being said about it but yes, the rumors are true." 

"Can you tell me about it?" 

"No, it's only to be shared between members but because you're my lovers, | will share a few things. It won't 
cause brain damage, it is only effective on humans, and it has different settings. | can't say any more, not only 
because it is top secret but also because there's not much more | know myself.” 


David and Sav looked between each other before nodding. 


"Honestly, | don't know much more about it. It's still in production but each member will get one. As for other 


sections, it's up to them to provide for their members." 

"Will you at least let me see it?" David asked, raising his brows. 

"Yes, | will." 

David accepted that answer and left it at that but this conversation was far from over. 

Since coming back from the tour, Joe spent a lot of time between his home studio and section meetings with 
Steve and the Elolasm. After he exited ‘Joe's Garage, aka his studio, he looked around for Steve since it was 
rather quiet. He wasn't in the bedroom or the lounge so Joe decided to check the backyard since Steve had 
grown fond of the garden. Sure enough, Steve was lying on the ground near the garden he had grown. Joe 
stepped out to find Steve had dozed off. He picked up Steve and carried him to the nook in the study. He 
grabbed some blankets and pillows from the bedroom, and brought them back to make Steve more 
comfortable. He grabbed some sweats and a tee shirt before changing Steve as gently as he could without 
waking him. Steve stirred a bit but he said nothing as Joe finished. Joe made sure the doors were locked and 
made sure the window was covered in case Steve stayed there throughout the day. Steve curled up as Joe 
covered him up and stroked his hair. 

"Joe?" 

"What is it, Stevie?" 

"Are you busy?" 

"Not currently, no." 

"Then stay with me, will you?" 


"Of course, love." 


Joe made himself comfortable and wrapped his arm around Steve's waist. He kissed Steve's neck and shoulder 


before he allowed himself to drift off. When he woke again, he pulled his hand up Steve's hip and sat up as he 
watched his lover sleep. It was a sensual moment and one that he would treasure as long as he possibly could. 
They didn't have sex last night; it was just kisses and sensual touches, and it was a nice relaxing moment 


between them. 

"Stevie?" 

Steve shifted but he didn't reply and Joe only chuckled in response. He shifted his position and protectively 
tightened his hold when he heard Steve whimper. He figured Steve was having unpleasant dreams, which he did 
sometimes have, and kissed his head. 

‘| ‘ave you, love," Joe whispered. "Nothing can touch you; nobody can." 

His words seemed to work because Steve didn't stir again and Joe decided to slip into a slumber after that. 
When Joe stirred awake just after sunset, he found Steve awake, brushing his fingers across his lips. Joe's 


hand brushed through Steve's hair in return and he caressed over his arms. The caresses, the kisses, and 


small touches were enough; sex wasn't necessary right now. 


From One to Another 


Author's Notes: 
Special thanks to Augustine :) 


Joe walked around each gravestone and read each name as he passed by. He used to find cemeteries dreadful 
but nowadays, he found a sense of peace. Right now, he felt a sense of guilt though and for that reason, he 
allowed Steve some time alone at his brother's gravestone. Paul was Joe's childe and he left him after Steve 


was raped; therefore, Joe felt responsible. 
"Steve?" 


Joe called out as he walked up behind his lover. Steve didn't look up but he did mumble to signal he heard him. 
Joe watched as he sat there with his head down, rubbing a rock between his fingers. 


‘lm sorry, Stevie, | will never forgive myself for allowing this to happen" 


‘It's not your fault, Joe," Steve said, quietly. "| never blamed you for it and | told you that. You say he didn't 
even come to mind when you took me away but he didn't come to my mind either, so if that's your biggest 


sin, l'm at fault too." 


Steve finally tossed the rock he had in is hands and stood up. He leaned down to kiss Paul's headstone before 
he turned to Joe and nodded. The two of them left without another word about it. 


Sav exited the Sovacists sanctum and headed for the park where he was supposed to meet up with Vivian and 
David again. He walked along the sidewalk until a sudden feeling stopped him in his tracks. He turned quickly and 
swung his fist in time to hit a Pikashni member in the face. He backed up quickly but he didn't get far because 
the member grabbed his wrist and pulled him close. He stabbed a knife into his back, causing Sav to cry out. 


"They can't prosecute me with no evidence," the Pikashni member smirked. 

Sav gasped and immediately contacted David and Viv telepathically, but it was too late. His captor pulled a pillow 
case over his head and dragged him to the car. There, he pulled the pillow case off and then blindfolded him 
with a bandanna as the car sped off. Sav did struggle, but due to the fact that the knife was still wedged in 
his back and he was bleeding, he didn't have much of a chance. 


Savi 


He heard Viv's voice in his head before he was shoved upward and hit his head against the door, causing him 


to lose consciousness. 


Word spread about Sav's kidnapping, which only pissed Viv and David off. Joe decided he wanted to assist and 


brought Steve over to David's estate to talk about their next course of action. 

"Do you know where he is?" Joe asked, raising a brow. 

"No," Viv sighed. "He hasn't responded, which tells me he was knocked unconscious." 

David growled. "We'll find him 

Steve looked worried but he decided to follow Joe into the kitchen the minute he walked away. 
"Are you okay?" Joe asked, quietly. 

"Yes, it's Sav l'm worried about" 

"| know, Steve, but you know we'll find him, right?" 


"Yes, but what if they hurt him? David is expressing anger but you can tell he's just as worried as Viv and | 


can't blame them." 

‘Of course he is, but he puts up a front and they're not allowed to hurt him while he's on the council. They're 
scared and | don't blame them either," Joe said, as he pulled Steve into his arms. "The man was from the 
Pikashni section and their target is not just Vivian, it's Coverdale. Other than the kids, Sav is a weakness to 
both of them; he would put Vivian and Coverdale in a vulnerable position as you know, which is why he was 
targeted as well." 

Steve made an expression of disgust. "Awful." 


"Yeah, it is, but the Pikashni are awful." 


At some point, Viv did walk into the kitchen with David following him. David seemed as if he were controlling his 
expressions a little better now. 


"I'm sorry, | wasn't intentionally providing you two with little information" 
"You don't ‘ave to apologize, Vivian, | understand. | mean it literally just happened and the Pikashni are tricky." 
Viv nodded. "Exactly. Once we recover Sav, | need you and Sav to be extremely careful. Neither of you are to 


be out alone anymore; I've already warned Joe of this although | haven't told him why. You're both eternal 


innocents and they're after you again" 


"What? But I'm on the council of the Elolasm and Sav is on the Sovacists council. ‘(Ow can this be?" 


"Their intent is to kidnap you both and hide all evidence. If our sections cannot get the evidence or proof, 


Elolasm and Sovacists can't prosecute." 


Steve frowned as Joe narrowed his eyes and crossed his arms since this was the first time he was hearing 


the reason why as well. 
"Well, do the sections know?" Steve asked. "| mean, we could at least tell them." 


Viv only nodded. "Already ‘ave; I've warned the Elolasm about their plans and ‘Ow they intend to kidnap you. 


David has warned the Sovacists about Sav as well’ 
"The horrible part is | finally enjoyed being out, but knowing this, | suddenly don't want to go out! 
Steve" 

"They're never going to stop, are they? I'm trapped in this cycle for eternity, aren't |?" 


When nobody answered, Steve walked away and entered the lounge. Joe stared in the direction where Steve 


disappeared to. Finally, he turned his gaze toward Vivian and narrowed his eyes. 

"Don't do anything, Joe. We barely escaped the last time you killed an important figure." 

"An important figure?" Joe laughed, sarcastically. "You mean Ritchie? Some figure he was. He was going to rape 
Steve and it is true, | went out there searching for him. But even if | hadn't, he would have sought out Steve 
and raped him again. | did what that damn section didn't ‘ave the guts to do. Now, Steve can't continue to live 


this way and | will not make him, so if that means | ‘ave to kill them all, so be it” 


That was the first time Joe confessed to Ritchie's murder in front of David. He knew it to be true, though; he 


didn't need Joe to confirm it. 
"Listen Joe-" 
"No, David-" 


"Yes, Joe," David snapped. "Damn, | hate that interrupting thing you do; Viv does it too. Listen to me and listen 
good, if you go on a killing spree, they'll string you alive. You won't make it out" 


"At least Steve will." 


"No he won't, because if you die, he'll follow in your steps and you know it," Viv sighed. "Steve has become a 


strong asset but he's in love with you just as much as you are with him and he wouldn't last without you. 


Besides, if you go do this, you're putting Sav's life on the line. Please don't” 


Joe stood there a minute and hissed. "Then figure out a damned solution, Steve shouldn't ‘ave to live this way 


or be afraid anymore, and neither should Sav for that matter.” 
"Alright, but give me time. Please, Joe." 
"Fine, Vivian, fine.” 


Joe stormed out of the kitchen as Steve looked up when Joe approached him. He gasped when Joe knelt and 
pulled him into his arms Steve could feel Joe was in a protective mode right now, due to Steve's fears. Steve 


sighed and brushed his lips against Joe's neck before he pulled back a bit. 


‘lm okay, Joe, | just hate that this keeps happening. It's a burden to have eternally innocent vampire blood, it 
really is. What if they want me for more than blood like Ritchie did? What if they use me for their sexual-" 


"They won't," Joe interrupted, growling. "I will never let them put their hands on you, ever again. | know you will 
fight but so will |. | won't leave you alone either, so we'll do this David's way, but I'm not allowing them to get 


a hold of you again. We're going to finish your training, love. No more excuses." 


Joe pulled Steve back into his arms and held him close before sighing. Steve only nodded and enjoyed Joe's hold 
for the minute since it probably would be an intense training once they started. 


Steve walked across the park in attempt to retrace Sav's steps. David and Viv watched from a distance. 
Suddenly, Joe seemingly appeared behind him and grabbed his arm, forcing him to turn around. Steve raised his 
knee but Joe caught the knee between his legs and smirked. So Steve attempted to hit him in the gut with his 
left hand, which forced Joe to loosen his grip. Steve used that moment to pull away, only for Viv to come up 
behind him and grab him. Viv threw him to the ground but Steve pulled his knees in front of him and elbowed 
Viv, forcing him to let go. Steve got up and backed up as he looked around him. 


Viv touched his own lips and spit out blood. "You did good, Steve, but always keep an eye around you at all 


times. They'll come out of nowhere sometimes." 
Steve nodded, slowly. "I'm sorry about the blood." 


"Don't be. We said we were going to make this training realistic and you did," Viv said as he looked up. He was 


obviously distracted but his lover was missing, so it was no wonder. "Never be sorry for defending yourself." 


Joe nodded. "Yeah, and once you break free, you leave. If they start fighting you, then of course you're going 
to defend yourself, but don't prompt a fight if you don't ‘ave to." 


Steve nodded as he took in everything they were telling him. He looked at Joe and watched as Viv approached 
him casually. Joe swung but Viv caught his fist and twisted his arm to the side. Joe hissed and kicked Viv in 


the gut before jerking his arm back. Joe narrowed his eyes and tried to put his mind in a place of anger but it 
was hard since this wasn't a real attack and it was Viv in front of him. He darted off and seemingly 
disappeared but in actuality, he only moved to the other side of the park. Viv followed his scent and Steve 
followed to see how they defended themselves. Joe hissed when Viv cut in front of him and grabbed his 
throat. Joe used his nails and scratched Viv's arm, forcing him to release Joe. It was Vivian's turn to hiss and 


swing the back of his hand against Joe's face. Viv seemed upset but he backed up and took a deep breath. 


"You keep fighting, Steve, until you can escape," Viv said softly before he moved up to Joe and wiped blood 


from his face. "l'm sorry, Joe. This is a demonstration but | didn't intentionally harm you." 


"I know, Vivian, you don't ‘ave to apologize to me and besides, its good we make this as realistic as possible 


because the Pikashni would ‘ave no problem harming me or anyone else.’ 


Steve was about to say something when he was grabbed from behind by Coverdale. He immediately elbowed 
him in the face and gasped as David slammed him to the ground He placed his hands on the ground as David 
began undoing his pants. Steve attempted to control his anxiety. He used his strength to push upward and used 
his head to hit back against David's face. David's grip loosened and Steve pulled free before he darted away 
from the scene. David took a moment to regain composure and went after him, knowing full well Steve's 
anxiety may have hit. Steve stopped in his tracks when David appeared in front of him, only to grab his wrist. 
Steve used his strength to twist David's arm to the side like Joe had taught him, causing David to hiss. He 
jumped and flipped behind David before pulling a knife and pressing the tip against David's shoulder blade but 
refraining from actually stabbing him. Then he darted again until he reached a corner tree, when he finally 
stopped. He took a deep breath as Joe walked up and touched his shoulder. Steve looked up as Viv and David 
walked up behind him, noticing how bothered Steve looked. 


Steve took a deep breath. "I'm working on it, | promise." 
"| know you are, love, and you're doing really well so far." 


David nodded in agreement. "You really are; you made all the right moves and | apologize if | brought back 


horrid memories. But you must remember, the Pikashni are vicious and they won't be so sorry.’ 


Steve shook his head. "You did nothing wrong. l'm okay and I'm working on my anxieties, at least enough to get 


me away from a situation | may not want to be in, but it's taking time." 
"That's understandable," Viv nodded. "Nobody is telling you to just get over it, ‘Ow could you get over 
something like that? Just hold your anxieties in until you can break free of your attacker and then once you're 


free, you can let loose a bit." 


Steve nodded as Joe walked over to him and hugged him gently. Viv just stood there a moment as David walked 
up behind him and rubbed his shoulder. They both were worried about the same thing: Sav. 


"We ‘ave to find him," Viv whispered. "We ‘ave to, David" 


"| know, darlin’, we will." 


Neither of them said another else about it. They needed to keep Steve safe right now; other than Sav's safety 


and whereabouts, that was their focus. 


Sav opened his eyes but found he couldn't see anything. It took him a minute to realize he was blindfolded and 
chained with vampire-proof cuffs. He tried to move his feet but he found one of his legs was cuffed down too. 
Sav hissed and shifted his body to see if he had been violated since he knew he was naked, but it didn't seem 
like it. He lifted his head to see if he could get a peek around the room from under the blindfold He managed 
to catch sight of candles and the window. 


‘Vivian... 
‘Sav? Gods. Where are you, love? I'm coming for you: 


‘tm blindfolded but I'm trying to lift my head so | can see out from under the blindfold. I'll try to show you 


something you can work with..shite, someone is coming: 


Sav tried to look around and saw a few signs, hoping that would help Vivian. Whenever whoever was there 
grabbed his thigh, he immediately struggled and fought against the man. He heard the zipper lowering and tried 
to get one last look before he hissed when he felt the man in front of him push his leq back and slam into his 
body. Sav cried out and jerked his head back as his attacker bit into his neck and continued rough thrusts into 
his body. 


When it was done with, Sav sat there with his head lowered, trying his best to prevent sobs from escaping his 
lips. However, he couldn't prevent the soft gasps from his lips. He could hear his attacker chuckle and slowly 


he lifted his head. 
"You won't get away with this.." Sav warned, quietly. 
"| already have, boy, and you might as well get used to this. They'll never find you, ever." 


Sav jerked away when the man touched his thigh again but there was only so much he could do. He didn't have 
the energy to heal himself but he supposed that was why his attacker drank so much blood from him. He felt 
his attacker remove the cuff from his leg and tried to pull away when the man forced their lips together. Sav 
finally stopped struggling and just let him continue; he wanted to get this over with as soon as possible. 


Viv walked in the building and saw several heads turn his way; they were Pikashni members for sure. Joe and 
Steve walked up behind him and took a look around. Steve pulled the cigarette that was hanging from his lips 
and tossed a bottle of alcohol in the middle of the room. The Pikashni members started to jump up but before 
they could reach the trio, Steve tossed his cigarette, setting the place ablaze. Viv ignored the members and 
went straight for the stairs of the building. Joe and Steve followed after him, and one by one, they looked 


behind each door. When they came to a locked door, Viv literally tore it off the hinges. There, he found Sav's 
clothes ripped to shreds on the ground and that prompted his madness to hit. He glanced around to see drops 
of blood and followed the drops as Joe and Steve followed after him. He entered another room and found Sav, 
undressed, with bruises and blood. His arms were above him, cuffed to a set of bars the Pikashni had installed 
and Sav gasped to keep back the sobs even though that didn't prevent tears from rolling down his face. Joe 
swore he heard Vivian release a low growl before he jumped at Sav's attacker, who happened to walk out of 
the bathroom at that time. Steve glanced at the ground and saw the keys lying there so he rushed over and 
grabbed them. He looked up when another Pikashni member appeared in front of him but Joe jumped at him 
before he could attack Steve. 


"Sav," Steve called as he approached his friend. "Hold still, 'm going to unlock the cuffs from you." 
"Steve." Sav whispered. "Be careful." 


Steve released Sav from the cuffs as another Pikashni member stepped behind Steve and pulled him up. Steve 
gasped and cried out before he elbowed the man in the face. The man swung at Steve but he ducked and 
jumped him while he had the confidence. David walked in and looked around the room before his eyes set on 
Sav. David immediately rushed over and pulled his blindfold off. Finally, he saw the tears Sav had tried so hard 
to hide and looked down to see the blood. He hissed as his madness began to hit and slowly, he leaned in to bite 
Sav's neck to see what had happened and how many times. He pulled back after a minute, and his eyes flashed 
as his madness only got worse. He turned his gaze to see Steve on the ground, fighting a Pikashni member. If 
he wasn't so consumed by his madness, he would be impressed with how Steve was holding up. Slowly David 


stood as Viv hissed, catching David's attention and sent him rushing to his Irish lover's aid. 
"Go to Sav..go, Vivian" 


Viv turned his gaze to Sav and approached him as David took care of the Pakashni member. Viv kneeled down 
and offered his neck, and without a struggle, Sav bit down. As Sav fed, his wounds began to heal and eventually 
he pulled back. Viv's head snapped to the side when he heard the Pakashni member that Steve was fighting cry 
out because Steve had stabbed a knife into him. The man backhanded Steve across the face and continued to 
hit him repeatedly, causing him to whimper. Viv almost stood up but Joe heard his whimper and it seemed 
that despite his fighting, the Pikashni member was getting the best of Steve. Joe hissed and grabbed the guy 
he was fighting against before twisting his neck around several times until he decapitated him. Then, as his 
eyes flashed, he jumped at the member beating the hell out of Steve. Quickly, Steve sat up and crawled 
toward Sav as Phil and Bradley rushed in. Steve assumed Joe had called them and his suspicions were 


confirmed when Bradley admitted it as he rushed to Steve's aid. 


"Are you okay?" Bradley asked, and then turned his gaze toward Sav. He knew it wasn't Steve who was hurt 


this time, it was Sav. "Sav, feed from me." 


Bradley moved closer and offered his neck to Sav. Even in his madness, Viv allowed the closeness because he 
didn't feel Sav was in danger. Sav slowly leaned forward and bit into Bradley's neck but he refused to take 


much. He backed up and wrapped his arms around himself as Viv pulled his jacket off and wrapped it around 


Sav. 


"Steve, ‘Ow long does it hurt?" Sav asked, barely above a whisper. "Tell me, ‘Ow long do you feel this..agony..this 
feeling." 


Steve glanced down before he looked back up. "Physically, you heal right away; we're vampires after all. 
Mentally..well that's another story. Its going to take you a while. | never fully got over it but | did move on 


with Joe's assistance but you..are stronger than | am" 


Sav looked away since he did hate for anyone to see him in such a weakened state. Viv held him as David and 
Joe finally walked up in bloody clothing. Phil followed behind them and glanced down at Sav before sighing. Viv, 
David, and Joe were all still in their madness outbreaks so they certainly wouldn't be easy to handle. 


"We should go," Phil sighed. "More Pikashni members will likely arrive and right now, we need to get Sav out of 


harm's way. As for you, Steve, maybe you should heal yourself. You're bruised up and your nose is bleeding.’ 


Joe knelt next to Steve and checked his face as Steve leaned against Joe's hand. Phil pulled Bradley back and 


warned him to keep his distance momentarily. 


"Remember what | told you about the madness, yeah?" Phil asked, as Bradley nodded. "Well, they're all in a 
state of protection now and seeing their respected lovers this way is edging it on, so just follow them but keep 
a distance." 


Bradley sighed and only nodded as they followed David and Viv back to David's mansion. Joe and Steve decided 
to stay with them after Steve insisted and neither of them came out of their rooms for the rest of the 
night. Phil took the other guest room just to make sure none of them did anything stupid. This would be a long 
night for sure. 


Pleasure and Pain 


Viv woke in the middle of the night to David kissing his shoulder. Viv lifted his head to check on Sav and was 
pleased to see him sleeping peacefully. He slowly laid his head back and turned to face David before grabbing 
his hair. 

"What are the sweet things you ‘ave tasted, David?" 

"What are you talking about, darling?" 


"You've once said in your music and to me, personally, that you could never deny all the sweet things you ‘ave 


tasted. So what are they?" Viv smirked. "Tell me, Coverdale." 


I'd rather not," Coverdale replied with a smirk of his own. "You're trying to get me in trouble or something, 


aren't you, darlin?" 

"That depends on your answer." 

Coverdale chuckled. "I've tasted candy in all different forms; use your imagination, darling.’ 

Viv raised his brows and chuckled before he turned his gaze back to Sav. Despite their seemingly toned-down 
nature, both of them were barely exiting their madness phase. David shifted away from Viv and stroked Sav's 
hair for a few minutes before he moved back to Viv. 

"He's strong.” 


"He is," Viv agreed. "Very strong." 


Viv only looked at David when he felt his fingers strolling through his hair. David took hold of Viv's chin to 


prevent him from struggling and kissed him. David pulled away after a minute and laid back down with a smirk. 


Steve sat on the middle of the floor in the lounge with his son and handed his son legos to play with. Luke took 
the legos and continued to build with them before he got bored with that and began playing with his toy cars. 
Joe watched them for a minute before he pushed himself off the couch. 

"Are you almost ready?" Joe asked, 


Steve slowly nodded. "Yes but Joe, would you be against me giving Luke a sibling?" 


No," Joe mused. "But are you really ready for that?" 


"| don't know, honestly, but | know Luke is lonely and | think it would be good for him." 

"Steve, you can't just ‘ave children just to please Luke. Now Haylie is getting bigger, perhaps she can play with 
him. | know you want more children somewhere down the line but for now, | think that's your best option. At 
least until we figure out how to handle the Pikashri," Joe said. 

Steve sighed and nodded as he put away some of Luke's toys. After, he picked up his son and followed Joe out 
of their estate. He dropped his son off at his mother's place and followed Joe to their usual place to feed 
Steve did wonder why Joe started acting strange but he said nothing went on feeding and then returned to 
their estate. It wasn't long before Joe left and didn't return until hours later. Steve sat in the study and looked 
up when Joe walked in 

"| said | would never ‘ave children," Joe started. "But | also said | would always give you what you wanted" 
"What are you talking about?" 

"| paid a visit to the sperm bank today," Joe paused. "I took a sample of my sperm and your sperm and made 
sure it was of still good use. | make no promises but maybe somewhere down the line, | will give you a child. 
The vampire society makes it easy for two men to have a child, using a surrogate." 

Steve's eyebrows lifted in surprise. "Really?" 

"Yes, really, Steve. Also, are you still up to marriage?" 


Steve nodded. "Yes." 


"The Elolasm had followed in the Sovacists steps and changed their marriage rules. We can get married, Steve 
and | am going to marry you. The sooner | can, the sooner | can promise myself to you, the better and plus, 


the marriage equals maximum benefits and more protection equally," Joe explained. 


Steve smiled slightly and nodded. He didn't ask any questions, he merely followed Joe where ever he was taking 


him. 


Meanwhile, Sav held Haylie in his arms and kissed her head. He glanced over his shoulder at Vivian as Haylie 


rubbed her eyes with her small hands. 
"Where are your children, Vivian?" 


"With their mother right now," Viv answered Sav. "It's one of her days to ‘ave them." 


Sav nodded and handed Haylie back to Coverdale when he heard a knock at the door. He started for the door 
but Viv pressed his hand against Sav's chest and went for the door himself. David placed Haylie in the nursery 
before he moved downstairs. When Viv opened the door, he saw Joe standing there with a smirk and Steve, 
who looked truly pleased about something. Viv stepped aside and let the two walk in before he shut the door 
and turned to face them. 

"| know Steve isn't ecstatic for nothing," Viv chuckled. "What is going on?" 

"He's ecstatic because he's married," Joe replied. 

"Married?" Viv raised his eyebrows. 

"Yes," Joe nodded "Once the Elolasm followed the Sovacist's actions and changed their marriage rules, we got 
married. You should also know | said that maybe | would use my sperm someday. | didn't promise so he can't 


expect it but | did say maybe." 


"Yes and not only that, we went to change Luke's papers," Steve said. "I put Joe's name on it too; the sections 


make life so much easier." 


Viv's expression softened as Sav hugged Steve and glanced down at the ring Joe got him. Steve showed him the 
papers as Joe pulled Vivian into the kitchen as Coverdale followed them. 


"That was a spur of the moment decision, Joe," Viv commented. 
"Yes, it was. | had planned to marry him but not so soon" 
"So why did you?" 


"Things ‘ave always been serious and | always make excuses as to why we should wait and they're legit 


excuses but if something should happen and | never ‘ave the chance to marry him, I'd never forgive myself" 
“Alright, that | can understand," Coverdale paused. "But the child..you were insistent on that." 

"As | said, | made no promises but I'm stirring because of him and | know what you're going to say. You're 
likely right but save it; he needs to be happy and | need to be the one to make him happy. He's in a vulnerable 
state right now and | may give him this child. just once to make him happy." 

Viv thought over the words carefully before he spoke. "You're taking a terrible risk if you do that." 


"| know this." 


"You wouldn't use Emma, would you?" Viv asked. 


"No, | would never be cold heartened enough to do that to Steve." 
"Cold heartened?" Coverdale asked, furrowing his brows. 


Viv lifted his gaze. "Emma is his girlfriend and she is actually one he does ‘ave feelings for; therefore, it may 
seem a little unsettling for Steve if he used Emma as the mother for the child" 


David only nodded. "Ah." 

"Look, | don't know if it would be the right choice to ‘ave a child and thats why | didn't promise. That being 
said, | am absolutely sure | made the right choice with the marriage. The Pikashni won't stop..they will continue 
hunting him and | no longer want to wait anymore. No more excuses," Joe said, before returning to the lounge. 
Viv stared towards the lounge. "He's right.” 

"Yes, | know, darlin’; he is." 

"| would love to follow in his steps but | can't." 

"Why?" 

"lam an Elolasm member," Viv said, turning his gaze to David. "And Sav is a Sovacist member." 

"You both enjoy your respected sections too, right?" 


"Yes, we do," Viv said, glancing down. "You're a Sovacist member though, so do what's right for Sav, Coverdale." 


David saw Viv physically wince when he said that but he walked away before David could speak. The rest of 
the visit with Joe and Steve was very pleasant and once they left, Viv stared at the ground. 


"Are you okay, Viv?" Sav asked, 


"He hinted at us getting married," Coverdale blurted out, earning a glare from Viv. "I saw him wince when he 


suggested it" 

"What?" Sav frowned. 

"He hinted it because you two wouldn't be able to due to your alliances with different sections." 
"Stop speaking for me, David." 


"Then start speaking for yourself, Vivian" 


ls what he says true, Viv?" Sav asked with a frown 


"Yes," Viv replied. "Joe loves Steve, more than he could put into words but there's another benefit of marrying 
him and that's protection. Joe's a strong force within our section and while Steve's at a high authority in the 
council, Joe is as well because he's a fighter. Marrying puts Steve on top notch protection within the vampire 
world and Joe knows that. | love you Sav and if | had my way, I'd marry you but its not possible due to the 
fact that we're in different sections. It could cause complications so | just figured because we do love David as 
well, marrying him might be in your best interest. Not just because of your safety but also because you love 


him too and you're in the same section. 


Sav raised his eyebrows and took a moment to take in everything Vivian had said to him. He took a deep 


breath and pulled his hair back before he decided to respond. 


"You're a fool," Sav said. "I love both of you, that much is true but | will not marry him just to keep myself 


safe. Vivian, | love my section but if you truly wanted me to, | would quit in a heartbeat.” 


Viv's gaze remained on the ground. "I would do the same but | could never ask that of you because you are 


happy with where you are." 


"And I'd never ask you to quit your section because you're happy. | love you more than | could ever love any 


damn section though." 


David nodded. "Same ‘ere..in fact, I've been speaking with Steve Perry and we may join with Elolasm and form 


an alliance." 
Viv raised his brows. "Are you serious?" 


"Yes, and if that does happen, we'll considered one big section. Just two different parts of the section," David 


explained. 


Viv smiled, slightly, and nodded. "I like that. Work on it, David, and | will speak with Jimmy and push for it as 


well." 
"Will do but Viv..you ‘ave never showed us your estate and you don't ‘ave to either. However—" 


Viv cut David off. "Both of you.. grab your jackets, I'll take you there now. We can conclude we've made up 


some time ago and we're together again so | don't see why | don't take you there." 
David nodded and grabbed a jacket as Sav grabbed a sweater before following Viv out the door. Viv stopped in 
his steps and waited on David as Sav glanced at his fingers. Finally, members of the Sovacists came and a few 


minutes after, David walked out. 


‘Sorry, loves, | had to get a babysitter for Haylie. Shall we continue?" 


Viv nodded and led to a different part of town where his estate was. David glanced at the sights as they 
passed by them and Sav couldn't help but do the same thing. When they finally reached a beautiful mansion, 
Viv stopped in his steps. 


"This is my estate," Viv said, quietly. "Come." 


He took them up to the door and unlocked it before allowing them to enter. He entered after and shut the door 
with a chuckle as they looked around. 


"| chose this location for a reason," Viv paused. "It's got a nice view but it's also away from everything. At the 
time, not Too far away. You could still walk to it if you needed to." 


Coverdale nodded. "It's beautiful" 
"It truly is," Sav nodded. "Do Joe and Steve live nearby?" 


Viv tilted his head and licked his lips before he replied. "They're not terribly far but they are in another 
neighborhood. When and if | get the okay from them, | will take you to their place but | don't want to without 


their permission" 


Coverdale only nodded as he slowly proceeded toward the kitchen and glanced around. Sav followed after him as 
Vivian merely watched them explore. He heard the doorbell ring and turned before he walked for the door. 
David was quick to follow him just in case but stopped in his steps when Viv opened the door. Joe stood there 
with Steve behind him and he glanced at David in surprise but returned his gaze to Viv. Steve was hidden 
underneath a black cloak and when he lifted his hand, there was blood on it. 


"Why is he bleeding?" Viv frowned as he gently grabbed Steve's wrist and pulled him inside. "Joe, talk to me." 
"He's got hit and | guess he's still got a wound. Vivian.help me." Joe almost sounded desperate and tired. 
David frowned as Steve entered the place and just decided to sit on the floor since he was tired too. David 
immediately went to work on treating Steve as Viv grabbed hold of Joe and held him back and Sav assisted 


David. 


"This is happening to often now," Viv frowned. "Every night almost and more than once a night. David, we can't 


play by the rules anymore." 
"| know, darlin’, | know." 
Joe sighed and fell to his knees as Viv sunk to his knees with him and checked his body for any injuries but 


found none. It was just exhaustion, fatigue, and lack of feeding that was getting to Joe. Viv couldn't help but 
think ‘what a hell of a wedding gift? 


"Joe, feed from me." 


Joe grumbled an insult but it didn't stop him from biting down against Viv's neck and drinking from him. He only 
drank from him briefly before he pulled back and sighed. Joe closed his eyes and tilted his head back since it 
seemed things only repeating themselves at this point. His eyes only opened when he heard Steve gasp and call 
his name. Viv glanced at David and when he nodded, Viv let Joe go to Steve. David slit his wrist and fed Steve 
just to see if he would vomit. To his relief, Steve did take the blood in and hopefully would keep it down. He 
pulled his wrist back and looked up with a sigh. 


“Alright, you win," David said, quietly. "We'll do this your way but we must do it discreetly. | don't intend on 
dying and we risk that if we go about killing clan members who are possibly council members but that being 
said, you ‘ave my assistance." 


Sav nodded. "And mine." 


Joe looked at Viv and nodded as he pulled Steve into his arms. 


The Final Countdown and Epilogue 


Vivian walked along the park like he always used to. He treated it as if it were the last time but there was 

another reason he chose this park. Marty and Mustaine knew this was his favorite park and Viv knew there 
was a chance they were show up here. It was just as wonderful as he remembered it but that intimacy he 
shared with the park was short lived. Viv stopped in his stepped when Marty suddenly appeared in front of 


him. 

"You... 

Viv didn't have much of a chance to say anything else because Marty grabbed him by the hair and bit into 
his neck. He slammed Vivian against the tree as the Irishman cried out and swung his hand. Marty didn't let 
loose so Viv pulled a knife from his pocket and stabbed it into Marty's shoulder. In return, Marty backhanded 
him before he backed away. 

‘ll always be your sire, Vivian 

"You may ‘ave turned me but you were never my sire," Vivian hissed, holding his neck. 

Viv would have attacked Marty but something distracted him; a smell of humans nearby. He glanced around 
and caught sight of a girl as she gasped in fear. Judging by the look on her face, she knew who he was too. He 
lifted his head and hissed before his gaze slowly returned to Marty. 

"You just revealed yourself to a human, Vivian," Marty snickered. "Allow me to take care of that” 

Vivian grabbed Marty before he could grab her and tossed him to the ground as Coverdale finally arrived. 
Vivian glanced up with a glare but Coverdale purposely ignored it. Before Coverdale could react, Marty rolled 


Viv on his back. Then he dragged him up and jumped in the air with Vivian. 


"Don't worry, Vivian, I'll make sure your body is delivered to Coverdale after | kill you," Marty chuckled. "Your 
body along with the bodies of your children" 


Viv narrowed his eyes. "You'll never find them." 
"Oh? Too late." 


Viv's lips parted and he immediately struck Marty in a fury of anger. He aimed for the neck but Marty landed 


on a tree and slammed Viv's back against the bark and swung his fist. 
"Created and killed by me," Marty snickered. 


Viv hissed and swung his hand, repeatedly. He struck Marty with his nails as many times as he could before 


Marty back up and fell from the tree. Viv jumped from the tree and landed on Marty when he fell to the 
ground and began striking Marty again. Coverdale managed to sense where in the park he was and immediately 
rushed to his location He pulled Vivian off of Marty and the minute Marty tried to get away, Coverdale tossed 
his knife. Coverdale walked up behind Marty and pulled the knife, only to stab it in him again, repeatedly. Once 
he was sure Marty was dead, he pulled the knife and left Marty in a bloody mess on the ground. 


Viv took a step back and place a hand against his head. Coverdale knew what happened and he didn't need to ask 
Viv. While he was Viv's adopted sire, Marty still was the one who created him; therefore, it would affect Viv 
when he died. It would feel like that tiny string tying them together was cut. Viv said nothing about the event 
and looked at David. 

"It took you long enough, David but my kids...” 

"Excuse me, Vivian and they're fine. He was taunting you; he was trying to scare you." 

"Forget it, we ‘ave another problem. Aside from that being a little easy seeing as nobody came to his defense, 


there is a witness.." Viv sighed, nodding his head toward the frightened girl. He was actually surprised she 


never ran off but he supposed she was scared. 


Steve walked up after Coverdale had said he killed Marty. He listened to them talk to them about the ‘witness’ 


and glanced down. 
Steve sighed. "I'll take care of it" 


The girl began to cry as Steve grabbed her arm as gently as he could and dragged her to the alleyway and 
sighed repeatedly. She was trembling by this point as Vivian walked up behind him at this point. 


"You know who we are, don't you?" Viv asked, bluntly. 

"Y-Yes, l'm a big fan" 

Viv sighed, turning his gaze toward the sky. "I assume you saw everything, yes?" 

"If | say no, can | live?" she asked 

‘If you say no, you'd be lying. You're looking right at Steve Clark, who is dead to the public. You know we're 
vampires and that's a problem; humans can't know what we are and they can't know he's alive. That being said, 
| ‘ave a problem with killing fans and innocents. What is your name, lass?" 


"Ori." 


"Really?" Viv asked, expressing no emotion. "Is that your real name or a nickname?" 


"Well, my birth name is Orianah but Ori is a nickname. Everyone calls me that," she replied. 

Viv glanced at Steve and then turned his head when he heard commotion. "Stay with her, Steve." 

Steve nodded and watched Viv walk away before he turned his gazed toward Ori. He could see she looked 
frightened and he did his best to keep from making that worse. He said nothing to her and slowly he backed 
against the wall, giving her every opportunity to run. For some reason, she didn't run though. 

"Why don't you run? After all, I'm giving you the chance to run" Steve asked, quietly. 

"| don't want to run and besides, if you wanted to, you could catch me." 

"| wouldn't chase you." 


She looked up at him. "I know but | choose not to." 


Finally, Vivian walked back and looked between Steve and Ori before he urged Steve to follow him. Coverdale 


walked up and the minute his eyes landed on Ori, he seemed intrigued, 
"She has to forget, David," Viv started. "She can't know about us." 
"Wait just a minute, darling." 


Viv glanced at the glint in David's eye and he knew that this one caught his interest. He knew he wasn't going 


to convince him to use the neuralyzer to erase her memory. 
"Alright but she's your responsibility," Viv said, quietly. 


David nodded and urged Orianah to follow him. While she was frightened, she felt David wouldn't hurt her 


because of the warm gaze he gave her. 


Over the next few days, David had spent a lot of time with his new human friend, Orianah. Instead of keeping 
her in his estate, he kept her in a safe house within Sovacists grounds. When he finally did walk in his estate, 
Viv glanced up from the chair and raised his brows. 

"Do you like her?" Viv asked, immediately. 


"Vivian..." 


"See, Coverdale, | don't ‘ave a problem with girlfriends. After all, | do ave one but my issue lies with trust and 


fear of betrayal. Now answer the question," Viv interrupted. 


"Yes, darlin’, | do like her." 
"Okay, that's fine, and is she trustworthy?" 


| have been testing the grounds with her and | do believe so, Vivian Tell me, do you really think she is a 


danger to us?" 


"Honestly?" Viv questioned, only to earn a nod from David. "No, she seems sweet as can be, which is why | 
prevented Marty from killing her. That being said, Shae seemed like a nice girl too and look at ‘Ow she tried to 
exploit Steve with the child." 


"You're right but look at how Shae approached the situation" 


Viv thought that over and nodded since David did have a point. Sav was sitting near the fireplace, looking 
between his lovers as they spoke to each other. 


"If she truly is trustworthy, then proceed," Viv said, softly. "But we're still taking care of the Pikashi." 
"You will receive no resistance from me, darling.” 


Viv really didn't see Orianah as dishonest or someone who wasn't trustworthy but he had a hard time trusting 


these days after all they had been through. 


At some point during the night, David did return to the bedroom and Sav excused himself. Obviously, he didn't 
want to engage in sexual activity much anymore after his traumatic experience not long ago. That being said, 

Viv assumed Marty's death would lead to an attack. So if it led to the same type of attack as Steve and Sav 

suffered, Viv didn't want his first time that way so he would tough through the pain. 


lm ready," Viv whispered. 


Viv had already taken his clothes off and gotten himself a gag. He positioned himself on the side of the bed and 
spread his legs because he figured it was easier access. He remained on his knees and faced the bed so he 
could grab the sheets when David was slamming in his body. David would have to slam because of the 


tightness of his body. 
“Alright, darling." 
Viv pressed the gag between his lips and brushed his hands over the sheets as David moved behind him, 


wearing just an opened robe. David didn't waste any time; he slammed forward. Viv's eyes widened and he cried 


out but the gag muffled his cries. His hands grabbed the sheets as tight as they could and David pulled his 


hips back. David closed his eyes and blocked his pain from his mind or else he wouldn't be able to do this. David 
began rough thrusts and not long after, he grew erect. Viv heard him growl and he could tell David was losing 
himself in pleasure. The gag continued to muffle his cries and he continued to clutch the sheet as David's 
thrusts slammed him against the bed. Viv closed his eyes and sometime later he felt David climax along with 
the blood drip down his thighs. David didn't stop thrusting though, he continued for another round. Viv finally 
let his head drop against the bed as a few tears rolled down the side of his face. He felt David slow down and 
the thrusts got more gentle. 


"I'm sorry," David whispered. "| lost myself in the moment, darlin, I'm so sorry.” 

David's fingers moved to fondle Viv and since he was still inside his Irish lover, Viv couldn't heal his body. 
Therefore, Viv's body was a little looser now. Viv never released the sheets as David pleasured him. When he 
finally climaxed and David climaxed for the second time, David pulled out. Viv took the liberty of pulling the gag 
out of his mouth. 

"Vivian..." 

"What?" Viv whispered. 

David fell backward to sit and pulled Viv into his arms. "I got you." 


"| know." 


Viv closed his eyes as David offered his wrist. Viv accepted it and healed his body as David wiped away his 


tears. He held his Irish lover in his arms and let him lay there for a while. 


The following night, Coverdale and Viv were out near the Pikashi sanctum like nothing happened. Joe and Steve 


stood behind him, while Sav stood beside them. Steve smoked a cigarette as Phil walked up with Bradley. 
"Are you ready?" Viv asked, without turning. 
Phil nodded. "Yes." 


Vivian nodded and stepped forward with his bottle of alcohol. He poured the contents over the side and used 
his transporting abilities to zip around the front. Finally, he returned with an empty bottle and glanced at Steve. 


"You almost done with that, Stevie?" Viv asked. 


Steve nodded and took one more puff before he stepped forward and tossed the cigarette. The building lit up 
fairly quickly and appeared to be spreading quickly. Steve handed Vivian his lighter and immediately, the 


Irishman moved around the enemy sanctum. Bradley retrieved a lighter he was carrying and lit around the 


back of the sanctum. Soon they all rejoined and any Pikashi members who exited the front were killed by 
Coverdale, Vivian, and Phil. Joe moved around the back with Bradley and killed anyone he could. When it was all 
set it done, they kill the majority of them but some did get away, including Mustaine. 


"This incident is to never be mentioned ever again," Coverdale said, sternly. 
"Agreed," Viv nodded. "The hunters ‘ave agreed to take responsibility.’ 


Everyone else just nodded without another word and walked away. When they were questioned over the next 


few days, they claimed no knowledge and when the hunters took the blame, they were let off the hook. 
"So what is the word on Mustaine, David?" Viv asked. 


"He disappeared without a trace, darlin," Coverdale explained. "Right after Marty's death, Mustaine disappeared 
and it turns out Marty was being hunted by the Pikashni for one reason or another and that's why it seemed 
so easy. Thats why nobody came to his request or defended him. Regardless, the Pikashni deserved what they 
got." 


Viv mused over what he was just told and nodded. 
"Did any of the Pikashni survive? Can't they answer where Mustaine is?" Steve asked from the opposite sofa. 


"We killed many of them but yes, there were some who survived," Coverdale said as Joe's eyes narrowed and 
his hold around Steve tightened. "Some of them got away but those that the Sovacists got a hold of don't 
know where Mustaine is and their blood shows that. Mustaine disappeared and he didn't tell anyone where he 
was going but there was one member who said something. He said the night before Mustaine disappeared, they 
talked. Mustaine said he was tired and he was going for a ride. When asked where, Mustained replied with ‘away 
from here but you guys take it easy, eh?" and smirked The member laughed and thought he was kidding but 


the next day, Mustaine was gone." 


Viv glanced at Joe and noticed his suspicious expression. "Let me ask you this, David, is he really gone? | know 


you can't say for surebut do you think Mustaine is for sure gone?" 


"Listen to me, darlin’, and all of you. | don't know if Dave Mustaine is really gone but | know while Junior has 
been apart from him all this time, he is taking it with some emotion That tells me he may be gone for now. 
Junior knew him better than anyone in the Pikashni and he knew the signals. Keep in mind, he is still alive 


though and he could always return" 


Viv accepted that answer and nodded. Joe seemed to accept the answer too and loosened his grip around Steve. 


Neither of them spoke about Mustaine for the rest of the night. 


Three months later... 


Steve watched David Coverdale kiss his bride and stood up to clap. They walked down the wedding isle and 
waved after getting married. It turned out this thing with Orianah was the real deal and Viv had finally 


accepted her. Sav moved into Viv's place and Ori moved into Coverdale's estate. 
"Finally..a really good day," Steve said, softly. 

"And there will be more, Stevie." 

| know, Joe." 


Steve smiled at Joe and on they went to the reception. Joe watched Steve and Sav congratulate David and Ori 


as he stood by the punch bowl. Viv did join him eventually and watched them as well, 


"Mustaine is gone," Joe said, quietly. "That's all | wanted but now that he is, | worry. | don't want to be a 
dowrer, Viv, and | will never express this to Steve or Sav but | just feel strange about him disappearing. He's 


alive somewhere and if he returns one day, | want to be prepared." 


"You're not alone, Joe. Sav doesn't want to talk about it and | understand but let them enjoy their peace right 
now. Sav quit the Sovacists and joined the Elolasm and Steve got him on the council. They're enjoying it and 
they're happy so let them be happy. It's our job to keep our eyes and ears open though just in case Mustaine 
does ever return For now, let our lovers enjoy themselves and try to enjoy yourself as well” 


Joe nodded to the words and said nothing else. He supposed Vivian was right and perhaps he was worrying a bit 
too much about Dave Mustaine's whereabouts. For now, he would take Vivian's advice though and try to enjoy 


himself. It was a day of celebration after all and the future was promising. 


